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Engliſb d by Mr. Dryden. Ibid. 
5 O Raree Show! O Pretty Show ! or, The City Feaſt, 338 
XZ Anſwer to a Poem intitul d, A Panegyrick ; written 
in the year 1693. and printed in the ſecond Vo- 
4 lume of State- Poems, p. 401. 341 
# Upon a Medal mhereon two Names were inter- 
woven, | 342 
t RP. of O's Atchievements in Flanders in the 
2 Tears 91, and gz. ibid. 
Euchaxiſticon: or, An Heroick Poem upon the 
late Thankſgiying-Day, which was the Vigil or 


8 
> Faſt of St. Simon and St. Jude, 343 
On the Death of the late Queen, 5 357 
On the Death of the Queen, | 350 
2 $2 Engliſh, ibid. 
7 The Weaſel wncas'd : or, The In and Outſide of 
3 2 Prieſt drawn to the Life, | | 361 
= England's lare Jury. A Satyr. 365 
Fatyr. Declining Venus, &c, 370 


A new Ballad, cal d, The brawny Biſhops Com- 
pPlaint. To the Tune of, Packington's Pound, 372 
On the Death of the Queen, and Marſhal Luxem- 


228992 


bduorgh, Bo : 374 
On the Report of King James's ſending a Pleni- 
* potentiary to the Treaty of Ryſwick, ibid. 


E 7 To the Earl of Portland, on his Embaſſy to France, 375 
3 On the burning of White-hall, A4 Latin Epi- 


= gram, 377 
8 Another 
A 


PA 
7 
* 
+ 


x The IN DEX. 


Another Verſion of the ſame, 378 'D 
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Drury Lane by Mr. Manwaring, 421 
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id. Prologue ſpoken at Court on hey Majeſty s Birth- 
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Being an excellent new Song to the Tune of 
= Chivy Chace, 3 
= Lackworth's lively Character, 4.31 
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Another, to be ſold at the City Godmother's on 
May 29. 434 


= Song, | | . 
Z The old Man's Wiſh, ibid. 
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= Petition of the diſtreſs*d Merchants of London 
to the Lord High Treaſurer, againſt the 
2 Commiſſioners of the Cuſtoms, 442 
be Way to Heaven in a String : or, Mr. Aſ- 

* gils Argument bur le ſqu'd, 443 
On a Bluſh ;, written by a Lady, 452 
The Character, 453 
* The Ceſtrian Roach, &c. 454 
Lofts and Margarita, 455 
An Adareſs, bid 
= The Riſing Sun, or Verſes on Q. Mary's Birth- 
os Day. By Av. Hamden, 457 
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r. and. P. 174. I. 7. add the. P. 176. I. 23. Forſaking. P. 182. 4 
I. 9. hampering. P. 188. 1. 12. Mon. I. 13. proſecute. P. 206. 
I. 22. from. P. 239. l. 11. for les, r. ſend. P. 1 J. * 4 
327. J. 2. their. P. 357. i; 5. mot ly. P. 80. L 20. fic, 4 
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P. 405. |. 15. Their c. P. 477. I. 15. Sock. P. 42 2. |. 4. 
Anne alone. P. 428. I. ag. bight. P. 430. I. 1. ſoil'd. 


o Pargatory. 


Hen the Almighty did his Palace 
„ 
That glorious ſhining Place he 
W.. | C(Heav'n did name: 

And when the firſt Rebellious Angels fell, 
He doom'd them to a certain Place, call'd H 


ell. 
There's Heav 'n and Hell confirm d in Sacred Story; 
But yet I ne er could read of Purgatory. _ 
That Prieſts have fram'd for .the good Roman 
Our Maker never thought of ſuch a place. (Race, 
It is a Place ſure ſomewhere under ground; 
Where ſinful Souls lie fluxing till they're ſound, 

O Rome { we own thee for a learn'd wiſe Nation; 
To add a Place wanting in God's Creation. 
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Satyr upon Romiſh Conſeſſors= e 


3 
un Church alas! as Rome objects, does want | 1 
Theſe Ghoſtly Comforts for the falling Saint ; r 
This gains them their Whore-Converts, and may be 1 
One Reaſon of the Growth of Popery. N. 
So Mahomet's Religion came in faſnion, V 
By ths larg e leave i. * Fornication. MH 
Feat not The Gullt if you can pay for't well; 
There is no Dives in the Roman Hell. 
Gold opens the ſtrait Gate, and lets him in, 
But want of Mony is a mortal Sin. 
For all beſides you may diſcount to Heav?n, 
Ard drop a Bead to keep the Tallics ev'n. To 
How are Men cozen'd Nil with ſhews of Good! 
The Baw@'s beſt Mask is the Grave Friers Hood. 
The Vice no more a Clergy-man dipleaſes, 
Than Doctors can be thought to hate Diſeaſes: 
Tis by your living ill, that they live well; 
By your Debauches their fat Paunches ſwell, 
*Tis a Mock-War between the Prieſt and Devil, 
When they think fit, they can be very civil. 
As ſome who did French Counſels moſt advance, 
To blind the World have rail'd in Print at Franco,. 
Thus do the Cler 11 at our Vices bawl, 1 
That wich more eaſe they may engroſs them all. 
By damning ours, they do their own maintain; 
A Church-man's Godlineſs is always Gain. 
Hence to their Prince they will ſuperior be, 
And Civil Treaſon grows Church- -Loyalty. 


They 


hey boaſt the Gift of Heav'n is in their Power, 
Well may they give the God they can devour. 
Still to the ſick and dead theit Claims they lay, 
For tis on Car tion that the Vermin prey. 
Nor have they leſs Dominion on our Life, 
They trot the Husband, and they, pace the Wife. 
2X Romwze up, ye Cuckolds of the Northern Climes, 
And learn from Sweden to prevent ſuch Crimes. 
nt Unman the Frier, leave the holy Drone 
Ut; Tro hum in his forſaken Hive alone ; 8 
be Hen work no Honey, when his Sting is gone. 
Vour Wives and Daughters ſoon will leave the Cells; 
When they have loſt the ſound of Aarons Bells. 


— 


A Papiſt dy'd, as *twas Jehovah's Will, 
= And his poor Soul went trudging down to Hell; 
And when it there arriv*d, juſt at the Entry, 
Þ e found a Maſtiff Devil ſtanding Centry, 
Wich flaming Eyes, and Face as black as Soot, 
A Muſqueteer with a great Cloven Foot. 5 
And who goes there ? —=1, a poor Papiſt Ghoſt; 
Am come to dwell upon the Stygian Coaſt. 
Stay whete you are, and do nor prefs fo hard, 
For I muſt call the Captain of the 'Guatd, _ 
e gave me Ordets to let none come iv, 
But only ſuch as ſhould have leave from him. 


4 


The Captain call'd, accordingly came forth, 

A Devil of Integrity and Worth: 
Te ask d the Gholt, with a great Voice, as loud 
As mighty Thunder breaking from a Cloud, 
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What was the buſineſs? Sir, 'm come to dwell 
If you will pleaſe to 8 me leave, in Hell. 1 
Damn you for a Whoreſon Dog, ſaid he to him, 
I love my Maſter, and you ſha'nt come in: 'Þ 
For if above you cat your God, I fear, 6. 
Should you come in you'd eat the Devil here. 


N . 
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The Robber 7d. 


A Certain Prieſt had hoarded up 
| A Maſs of ſecret Gold; 
And where he might beſtow it ſafe, 

| He knew not to be bold. 


At laſt it came into his Thought 
To lock it ina Cheſt; 
Within the Chancel, and he wrote 
Thereon, Hic Deus eſt. 


A merry Grig, whoſe greedy Mind 
Did long for ſach a Prey, 

Reſpecting not the ſacred Words 

Ihat on the Casket lay; 


Took out the Gold, and blotting out 
The Prieſt's Inſcript thereon, 

Wrote, Reſurrexit, non eſt hic: 

Your God is roſe and gone. 
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pat Aubin, or / ohe Deſire of Rule and 
8 uperiority is 4 a Virtue. 


"HIS is a Trath ſo certain, way ſo clear, 

1 That to the firſt-born Man it did appear. 
Did not the mighty Heir, the noble Cain, 

7 the freſh Laws of Nature taught, diſdain 

That, tho a Brother, any one ſhould be 

greater Favourite to God than he? 

4 e ſtruck him down; And ſo, ſaid he, ſo fell 

The Sheep, which thou didſt ſacrifice ſo well. 
Since all the fulleſt Sheaves thar'l could bring, 
Fince all were blaſted in the Offering; 

1 Te God ſhould my next Victim too © wiſe, 

The acceptable Prieſt Pll ſacrifice. _ 

Hence Coward Fears: for the firſt Blood ſo {pilt, 

As a Reward, he the firſt City built. oy 

XZ Twas a Beginning generous ; high, | 

Fit for a Grand-Child of the L N 

So well advanc'd, twas pity tt 00 5. 

One ſtep of Glory more "mY cod 

And to the utmoſt bounds of 8 65 1 . 

Had Aim too been kill'd, he ehe Jaye reign'd 

Y alone. 

One Brother's Death what do I mean to name? 

A ſmall Oblation to Revenge and Fame: 0 

$ 


f - The mighty-ſoul'd Abimelech, to ſhew- 
as What for high Place a higher Spiric can do, 
Alm a Hecatomb of Brothers ſlew. 
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And ſeventy times in neareſt Blood he dy'd 

(To make it hold) his Royal Purple Pride. 
Why do I name the Lordly Creature Man? 
The weak, the mild, the coward Woman can, 
When to a Crown ſhe cuts her ſacred way, 

All that oppoſe with Manlike Courage ſlay. 

So Athaltab, when ſhe ſaw her Son, | 
And with his Life her dearer Greatneſs gone, 
With a Majeſtick Fury ſlaughter'd all, : 
Whom high Birth might to high Pretences call. 
Since he was dead, who all her Power ſuſtain'd, 
Reſolv*d to reign alone: Pee and reign'd. 
In vain her Sex, in vain the Laws withſtood 

In vain the ſacred Plea of David's Blood, 

A noble and a bold Contention ſhe 

( One Woman) undertook with Deſtiny : 
She to/pluck down, Deſtiny to uphold 

( Oblig'd by holy Oracles of old ) | 
The great Feſſ#an Race on Judab's Throne, 


? 


Till 'twas at laſt an equal Wager grown, 

Scarce Fate, with much ado, the better got by one. 
Tell me nor ſhe her ſelf at laſt was ſlain ; 
Did ſhe not firſt ſeyen years, a Life-time reign ? 
Seven Royal Years to a publick Spirit will ſeem 
More than the priyate Life of a Met huſalem. 
Tis God - like to be great; and as they ſay, 

A thouſand Years to God are but a Day; 

So to a Man, when once a Crown he wears, 

The Coronation Day's more than a thouſand Years. 
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B R U T I S. 


1. 
Xcellent Brutus of all Human Race 
The beſt, till Nature was improv'd by Grace: 
Till Faith above themſelves had rais'd Men more, 
Than Reaſon above Beaſts before, 
Virtue was thy Life's Centre, and from thence 
Did ſilently and conſtantly diſpenſe 
1 he gentle, vigorous Influence 
To all the wide and fair Circumference; , 
And all the Parts upon it lean?d not eaſily, 
Obey'd the mighty Force ſo willingly, . 
That none could diſcord or diſorder ſee, 
In all their Contrariety. : 
Each had his Motion nat'ral and fre, 
And the whole no more mov'd, than the whole 
( World could be. 


| . 

From thy ſtrict Rule ſome think that thou didſt 
(Miſtaken honeſt Men) in Ce/ar's Blood: (ſwerve 
What Mercy could the Tyrant's Life deſerve 
From him, who kilPd himſelf rather than ſerve ? 
Th'deroick Exaltations of the Good 

Are ſo far from b'ing underſtood, 

We count them Vice. Alas! our ſight's ſo ill, 


That things wkich ſwifteſt move, ſeem to ſtand ſtill. 


We look not upon Virtue in her height, 
On her ſupreme Idea brave and bright, 
. In th original Light. 48 


B 4 | But 
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But as her Beams reflefted paſs | Ha 
Thro? our own Nature, or ill Caltom's Glaſs ; 

And tis no wonder fo, 

If with dejected Eye, 

In ſtanding Pools we ſeek the Sky, 

That Stars ſo high above ſhould ſeem to us below, 


Ze 
Can we ſtand by and ſee 
Our other robbꝰ'd, and %+- y and ravift'd be, 
et not to her Aſſiſtance ſtir, er 
Plear'd with the Strength and Beauty of the Ra- 
Or ſhalt we fear to kill him, if before (viſher 
The cancell'd Name of Friend he bore ? 
Ingrateful Brutus do they call? 
Ingrateful Ceſar, who could Rome enthrall! 
An Ac more barbarous and unnatural, 
(In th'exa&t Ballance of true Virtue try. 0 . 
Than his 2 Nero parricide. 
here's not but Brutes could deſc i 
That all Men elſe ſhould wiſh to nf J 
And Ceſar*s vſurp'd Place to him ſhould proffer, 
None can deſerve but = who would' refuſe the 


( Offer. 
Il Fate aſſum'd a Body 1 thee t'affri igbt, 4 
And wrapt it ſelf ith Terrors of the Night; 
Pll meet thee at Philippi, ſaid the Spripht: 
I'll meet thee there, ſaidſt thou, 
With ſuch a Voice, and ſuch a Brow, 
As put he tremblin ng © Ghoſt to ſudden Hehe: 3 
It vaniſ? Taper's Light _ 
| Goes out, when 8 rits a a ear in ſigh 
One would have thought "tha Nest the the 1 Kendg 
Or ſeen her well ap 17 % 4:10 (Crow, 
Come marching vp the] tern Hill afar. A 
Nor durſt it in Philippi Pied appear, 


. ,, But unſeen attack 4 thee there. 


Had 


OW, 


er? 


he 
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Had it preſum'd in any ſhape thee t'oppoſe, 

Thou would'ſt have forc'd it back upon thy Foes: 
Or ſlain't like Ceſar, tho it be 

A Conqueror and a Monarch mightier far than he. 


5. | 
What Joy can human things to us afford, 
When we ſce periſh thus, by odd Events, 
Ill Men and wretched Accidents, 
The beſt Cauſe and beſt Man that ever drew a 
When we ſee (Sword? 
The falſe OFavins, and wild Anthony, 
God-like Brutus, conquer thee ? | 
What can we ſay but thy own Tragick Word; 
That Virtue, which had worſhip'd been by thee, 
As the moſt Good, and greateſt Deity, —- 
By this fatal Proof became 
An Idol only, and a Name? 
Hold, noble Brat, and reſtrain 
The bold Voice of thy generous Diſdain; 
Theſe mighty Gulphs are yet 
Too deep for all thy Judgment, and thy Wit. 
The Time's ſet forth already which ſhall quell 
Stiff Reaſon, when it offers to rebel ; 
Which theſe great Secrets ſhall unſeal, 
And new Philoſophies reveal. | 
A few years more, ſo ſoon hadſt thou not dy'd, 
Would have confounded human virtue's Pride, 
And ſhewn thee a GOD crucify'd. 
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9. 
In Anſwer to the former. 


5 
_»-F1 Said, that Favourite Mankind 
Was made the Lord of all below ; 
Hut yet the doubtful are concern'd to find; 
"Tis only one Man tells another ſo. 
k And for this vaſt Dominion here 
Which over other Beaſts we claim, | 
Reaſon our beſt Credential does appear, 
By which indeed we domineer : 
But how abſurdly we may ſee with ſhame ; 
Reaſon that ſolemn Trifle ! light as Air! 
Mov'd with each Blaſt of Cenſure or Applauſe; 
By partial Love away ?tis blown, | 
Or the leaſt Prejudice can weigh it down : 
Thus our high Privilege becomes our Snare. 
In any nice and weighty Cauſe 
How wavering/ are the wiſeſt! yet the Grave 
Impoſe on that ſmall Judgment which we have. 


ö 2. 

In Works of Fame, whoſe Names have ſpread ſo 
And ev'n the Force of Time defy'd, (wide, 
Some Fallings yet may be decry'd; 

Among the reſt with wonder be it told, 

That Brutus is ador d for Cæſar's Death; 

By which he ſtill ſurvives int̃ameꝰ's immortal Breath. 

Brutus! ev'n he of all the reſt, a 

In whom we ſhould that Deed the moſt deteſt, 

Is of Mankind eſteem'd the beſt ! 


As 
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As Snow deſcending from fome lofty Hill 

Is by its rolling courſe augmenting ſtill, 

So from illuſtrious Authors down has roll'd 

Till now, that Rev rence he receiv'd of old: 

Still ev'ry Age adds a profound Eſteem, 

And guild their Eloquence with Praiſe of him. 
But Truth unveil, like a bright Sun appears, 
To ſhine away thisHeap of ſeventeen bundred years. 


3. 
In vain 'tis urg'd by an illuſtrious Wit, 
To whom | otherwiſe ſubmit, 
That Czſar*s Life no Pity could deſerve 
From one who killa himſelf rather than ſerve. 
Had Brutw choſe rather himſelf to ſlay, 
Than any Maſter to obey, 
Happy for Rome had been that noble Pride! 
The World had then remain'd in Peace, and only 
(Brutiu dy d: 
For he, whoſe Virtue would diſdain to own 
Subjection to a Tyrant's Frown, 
And his own Life had rather end, | 
Would ſure much rather kill himſelf, than on 
| (hurt his Friend. 
To his own Sword in the Philippian Field, 
Brutus indeed at laſt did yield; 
But in thoſe times ſuch Actions were not rare, 
And then proceeded only from Deſpair ; 
Elſe he perhaps had choſe to live 
In hopes another Ceſar would forgive: 
That ſo he might for publick Good once more 


Conſpire againſt a Life, which had ſpar'd his before. 


4. 

Our Country claims indeed our chiefeſt Care; 

And in our Thoughts deſerves the tender'ſt ſhare. 
Her to a thouſand Friends we ſhould prefer, 
But not betray em, tho it be for her. 


Harg 
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Hard is his Heart whom no Deſert can move, 
A Wife, a Miſtreſs, or a Friend to love 
Above whate'er he does beſides enjoy: 
But may he for their ſakes his Sire, or Sons deſtroy ? 
Sacred be all the Ties of publick Good, 
We to our Country owe our deareſt Blood : 
To ſuffer in her Service were a Bliſs, 
And ey'n to fall, the nobleſt Fate that is. 
So brave a Death, tho in Youth's early Bloom, 
Is above all the longeſt Life to come 3 
But tis not ſurely of ſo great Renown, 
To take another's, as to loſe our own. 
Of all that's ours, we cannot give too much, 
But what belongs to Friendſhip, O! ?tis Sacrilege 


(to touch. 


1 ö 
Can we ſt and by unmov'd, and ſee | 
Our Mother robb'd and raviſhd? Can we be 
Excusd, if in her Cauſe we never ſtir ;, 
Pleas d with the Strength and Beauty of the Raviſher ? 
Thus ſings our Bard with almoſt Heat Divine: 
"Tis pity that his Thought was not as ſtrong as 
Would it more juſtly did the Caſe expreſs; (fine: 
Or that its Beauty, and its Grace were leſs. 
(Thus a looſe Nymph ſometimes we ſee, 
Who ſo charming ſeems. to be, 
That, jealous of a ſoft Surprize, 
We ſcarce dare truſt our eager Eyes.) 
So dangerous an Ambuſh to eſcape, Y 
We ſhall. not plead a willing Rape. 
A valiant Son would be provok'd the more; 
A Force we therefore muſt confeſs, but acted long 
A Marriage ſince did intervene. (before. 
With all the ſolemn, and the ſacred Scene; 
| Loud was the, Hymenæ an Song, 
The violated * Dame walk d ſmilingly along; | _ 
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And in the midſt of the moſt ſacred Dance, 
As if enamour'd of his Sight, 
Often ſhe caſt a kind admiring Glance 
On the bold Strugler for Delight : 
Who afterwards appear'd ſo moderate and cool, 
As if for publick Good alone he fo aſpir'd to rule. 
6 \ 


But O! that this were all the Muſe could urge 
Againſt a Roman of ſo great a Soul! 
And that fair Truth permitted us to purge 

His Fact of what appears ſo foul ! 
Friendſhip ! that ſacred and ſublimeſt thing ! 

The nobleſt Quality, and chiefeſt Good ! 

(In this baſe Age ſcarce underſtood ) 
Inſpires us with unuſual warmth its injur'd Rights 

( to ſing. 

Aſſiſt, ye Angels, whoſe immortal Bliſs, 
Tho more. refin'd, chiefly conſiſts in this. 
How plainly your bright Thoughts to one another 
O! how you all agree in Harmony Divine! (ſhine! 
The courſe of mutual Love with equal Zeal you run: 
Acourſeas far from any end, as when at firſt begun. 
You ſaw, and ſmil'd at this moſt wretched Pair, 
Who did betwixt them both ſo many Virtues ſhare. 
Some which belong to Peace, and ſome to Strife, 
Thoſe of a calm and of an active Life, 
That all the Excellence of Human Kind 
Concur'd to make of both but one united Mind. 


Which Friendſhip did ſo faſt and cloſely bind, 


Not the leaſt Cement could appear by which theic 

RR. aa, ' (Souls were join'd. 
That Tie which holds our mortal Frame, 

Which poor unknowing We & Soul and Body name, 
Seems not a Compoſition more Divine 

Or more abſtruſe than all that does in Friendihip 

| « | 4. 2 (ſhine. 

From 
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7. 
From mighty Cæſars boundleſs Grace 
Brutus indeed his Life receiv'd ; 

But Obligations, tho. ſo great believ'd, 

We count but ſlight in ſuch a caſe, 

Where Friendſhip ſo poſſeſſes all the Place: 

There is no room for Gratitude ; ſince he 

Who ſo obliges is more pleas'd than his ſav'd Friend 


Juſt in the midſt of all this noble Heat, ( can be. 


W hile their great Hearts did both ſo kindly beat, 
That it amaz d the lookers-on, 

And forc'd them to ſuſpect a * Father and a Son 

( Yet here ev'n Nature's ſelf did ſeem to be out- 

From ſuch a Friendſhip unprovok'd to fall [done) 

Is Crime enough: But O! that ſuch a Crime were all, 

Which does, with too much cauſe, ungrateful Bra. 


| . (tus call. 
He calmly laid a long Deſign 
Againſt his beſt and deareſt Friend, 
Did all his Care and Credit bend 
To ſpirit others up to work his barbarous End. 
Himſelf the Centre where they all did join; 
Ceſar mean time, fearleſs, and fond of him, 
Was as induſtrious all the while 
To give ſuch ample Marks of his. Eſteem, 
As made the graveſt Romans ſrille 
To ſee with how much eaſe Love can the wiſe be- 
For he, whom Brutia deem'd to bleed, (guile. 
Did, ſetting his own Race aſide, 
No leſs a thing for him provide, 
Than to the World's great Empire to ſucceed. 
Which we are bound in Juſtice to allow, 
Is all- ſufficient Proof to ſhow, 
That Brutus did not ſtrike for his own ſake 3 


And if, alas! he fail'd, "ras only by miſtake. 


| * Callar was (ſpelled to have begotten Brutus. 


A 
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A Preparative to Study: Or, the Virtue of 
Sack. Written in the Tear 1641. 


Etch me Ben Fohnſor?s Scull, and fill't with Sack, 
Rich as the ſame he drank, when all the pack 

Of jolly Siſters pledg'd, and did agree, 
It was no Sin to be as drunk as he; 
If there be any Weakneſs in the Wine, 
There's Virtue in the Cup to make't Divine. 
This muddy drench of Ale does taſte too much 
Of Earth, the Malt retains a ſcurvy touch 
Of the dull Hind that ſow'd it, and 1 fear 
There's Hereſy in Hops; give Calvin Beer, 
And his preciſe Diſciples, ſuch as think 
There's Powder Treaſon in all Spaniſh Drink, 
Call Sack an Idol; we will kiſs the Cup, 
For feat their Conventicle be blown up 
With Superſtition away with Brew-houſe Alms, 
Whoſe beſt Mirth is Six-ſhiling Beer and Pſalms. 
Let me rejoice in ſprightly Sack, that can 
Create a Brain ev'n in au empty Pan. 
Canary! it is thou that doſt inſpire 
And actuate the Soul with Heavenly Fire. 
Thou that ſublim'ſt the Genius, mak'ſt the Wit 
Scorn Earth, and fuch as love or live by it ; 
Thou mak'ſt us Lords of Regions large and fair, 
While our pleas'd Thoughts build Caſtles in the 
Since Fire, Earth, Air, thus thy Inferiors be, (Air. 
Henceforth I'll know no Elements but thee, 
Welcom thou juice Divine! Mankind's delight: 
By thee my gladſom Muſe begins her Flight : 
| would not leave thee, Sack, to be with Fove, 
His Neftar is but feign'd, but I, bleſt I, do 2b 
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Thy more eſſential Worth: I am methinks 

In the Exchequer now, hark how it chinks: 

I now eſteem my venerable Self 

As brave a Fellow as if all that Pelf 

Were ſure mine own, and I have thought a way 
Already how to ſpend it, I would pay 

No Debts, but fairly empty every Trunk 

And change the Gold for Sack to keep me drunk, 
To keep me drunk, until Spain's gen'rous Wine 
So ſeiz'd my Crown, that th*/ndzes too were mine, 
And when my Brains are once afloat ( Heay'n bleſ 
I think my ſelf a better Man than Crœſas. us) 
I fancy now my ſelf to be a Judg, 

And coughing, laugh, to ſee the Clients trudg 
After my Lordſhip's Coach unto the Hall 

For Juſtice, and-am full of Law withal, 

And do become the Bench as well as he 

That fled of late for want of Honeſty. 

But I'll be judg no longer, tho in jeſt, | 
For fear I ſhould be talk'd with like the reſt. 
When am ſober, who can chuſe but think 

Me wiſe, that am ſo wary in my Drink ?, 

O admirable Sack ! here's dainty Sport, 

I am come back from Weſtminſter to Court, 

And am grown young again, my Phty ſick now 
Hath left me, and my Judges graver Brow 

Is ſmooth'd, and I turnꝰd amorous as May, 
When ſhe invites young Lovers forth to play 
Upon her flowry Boſom ; 1 could win 

A Veſtal now, or tempt a Saint to ſin. 

O, for a ſcore of Queens! you'd laugh to ſee 
How they would ſtrive, which firſt ſhould raviſh me 
Three Goddeſles were nothing: Sack has tipt 
My Tongue with Charms like thoſe which Paris (ip! 
From Venus, when ſhe taught him how to kiſs 
Fair Helen, and invite a farther Bliſs. 11 
ds | ; 
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Mine is Canary- Rhetorick, that alone 
Would turn Diana to a burning Stone, 
Stone with Amazement burning with Love's Fire, 
Hard to the touch, but ſhort in her defire. 
yy Ineſtimable Sack! thou mak'ſt us rich, 
Wiſe, amorous, any thing; I have an itch 
To t'other Cup, and that perchance will make 
nk, Me valiant too, and quarrel for thy ſake. 
e If I be once inflam'd againſt 0 Foes, | 
ine. That would preach down thy Worth in Small- beer 


| | ( Proſe, 
65 1 ſhall do Miracles, as bad or worſe, 
Than he that gave the King a hundred Horſe: 
2 I'm in the North already; Laſtey's dead, 
He that would riſe, carry the King his Head, 
And tell him (if he ask, who kill'd the Scot) 
I knock'd his Brains out with a pottle Pot. 
Out ye rebellious Vipers, I'm come back 
From thence again, becauſe there's no good Sack: 
T*other odd Cup, and I ſhall be prepar'd 
To ſnatch at Stars, and pluck down a Reward 
With my own Hands from Jove upon their Back, 
That are, or Charles his Foes, or Foes to Sack. 
Let it be full, and if I chance to ſpill, 
w | Over my Standiſh by the way, I will, 
Dipping in this Diviner Ink my Pen, 
Write my ſelf ſober, and fall to't agen. 
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Written ſoon after O. Cromwel's Deat) 


. 
Urſt be the Man! (What do I wiſh? as tho 
The Wretch already were not ſo) 
But curſt on let him be, who thinks it brave 
And great, his Country to enſlave; 
Who ſeeks to overpoiſe alone 
The Ballance of a Nation, 
Againſt the whole but naked State; 
Who in his own light Scale makes up with Arms 
(the Weight, 
* 


Who of his Nation loves to be the firſt, 
Tho at the rate of being worſt. 
Who would be rather a great Monſter, than 
A well-proportion'd Man: 
The Son of Earth with hundred Hands 
Upon his three-pil'd Mountain ſtands, 
Till Thunder ſtrikes him from the Sky; 
The Son of Earth again in his Earth's Womb 
( does lie. 


. 
What Blood, Confuſion, Ruin, to obtain 
A ſnort and miſerable Reign? 
In what oblique and humble creeping wiſe 
Does the miſchievous Serpent riſe? 
But ev'n his forked Tongue ſtrikes dead; 
When heas rear'd up his wicked Head: 
He murders with his mortal Frown, 
& Baſilisk he grows, if once he gets a Crown: 4 
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But no Guards can oppoſe aſſaulting Ears, 
Or undermining Tears: 

No more than Doors, or cloſe- drawn Curtains keep 
The ſwarming Dreams out when we ſleep. 
That bloody Conſcience too of his, 

(For O! a Rebel-Redcoat ?tis ) 
Does here his early Hell begin: 
He ſees his Slaves without, his Tyrant feels within. 


> 
Let, gracious God, let never more thy Hand 
Lift up this Rod againſt our Land. 
A Tyrant is a Rod and Serpent too, 
And brings worſe Plagues than Egypt knew. 
What Rivers ſtain'd with Blood have been? 
What Storm and Hailſhot have we ſeen ? 
What Sores deform?d th ulcerous State? 
What Darkneſs to be felt has bury'd us of late? 


| EE 6. ä 
How has it ſnatch'd our Flocks and Herds away 
And even made our Sons a Prey? 
What croaking Sects and Ver min has it ſent 
The reſtleſs Nation to torment ? 
What greedy Troops, what armed Pow'r 
Of Flies and Locuſts, to devour 
The Land, which e'ery where they fill? 
Nor fly they, Lord, away: no, they devour it ſtil. 


| 7 
Come th'eleventh Plague rather than this ſhould Fe: 
Come link us rather in the Sea, 
Come rather Peſtilence, and reap us down: 

Come God's Sword rather than our own: : 


C 2 38 Let 
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Let rather Roman come again, 
Or Saxon, Norman, or the Dane : 
In all the Bonds we ever bore, 
We griev'd, we ſigh'd, we wept ; we never bluſh{ 
(before 
8 


If by our Sins the Divine Juſtice be 
Call'd to this laſt Extremity, 
Let ſome denouncing owas firlt be ſent, 
To try if England can repent. 
Methinks, at leaſt, ſome Prodigy, 
Some dreadful Comet from on high, 
Should terribly forewarn the Earth, 
As of good Princes Deaths, ſo of a Tyrant's Birth, 


_ Fw 


A Dialogue between two Zealots, upon th 
Et cætera in the Oath. 


22e 


IR Roger, from a zealous piece of Freeze, 
Rais d to a Vicaridg of the Childrens Threes: 

Whoſe yearly Audit may by ſtrict account 
To twenty Nobles, and his Vails amount ; 
Fed on the Common of the Female Charity, 
Until the Scots can bring about their Parity; 
So ſhotten, that his Soul, like to himſelf, 
Walks but in Qwerpo : This ſame Clergy Elf, 
Encount ring with a Brother of the Cloth, 
Fel] preſently to cudgels with the Oath. 
The Quarrel was a ſtrange miſhapen Monſter, 
Et caters (God bleſs us) which they conſter 
The Brand upon the Buttock of the Beaſt ; 
The Dragon's Tail ty'd to a Knot; a Neſt 
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Of young Apocrypha's ;, the Faſhion 
Of a new mental Reſervation. 
W hile Roger thus divides the Text ; the other 
inks and expounds, ſaying : My pious Brother, 
uſhiMWHJearken with Rev'rence ; for the Point is nice, 
fore never read on't, but I faſted twice: 
And ſo by Revelation know it better, 
han all the learn'd ldolaters o'th' Letter. 
With that he ſwell'd, and fell upon the Theme, 
Like great Goliah, with his Weaver's Beam. 
ſay to thee, Et cetera, thou lyſt, 
Thou art the curled Lock of Antichriſt. 
Rubbiſh of Babel! for who will not ſay, 
Tongues are confounded in Et cætera? 
Who {ſwears Cc. ſwears more Oaths at once, 
Than Cerberus out of his triple Sconce. 
Who views it well, with the ſame Eye beholds 
The old falſe Serpent in his num'rous Folds, 
Accurſt Et cetera / Now, now [ ſcent . 
What the prodigious bloody Oyſters meant. 
O Becker! Becker How cam'ſt thou to lack 
This Friend in thy prophetick Almanack? 
'Tis the dark Vault, wherein the Infernal Plot 
Of Powder 'gainſt the State was firſt begot. 
Peruſe the Oath, and you ſhall ſoon deſcry it, 
By all the Father Garnets that ſtand by it. 
'Gainſt whom the Church(whereof I am a Member) 
Shall keen another Fifth day of November. 
Yet here's not all : Icannot half untruſs 
Et cetera, tis ſo abdominous. 
The 7 en Nag was not ſo fully lin'd : 
Unrip Et cetera, and you ſhall find 
Og the great Commiſſary, and (what's yet worſe) 
TY Apparitor upon his skew- bald Horſe. 
Then, finally, my Babes of Grace, forbear ; 
Et cetera will be too far to ſwear ; 

3 For 


recs: 
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For *tis (to ſpeak in a familiar ſtile) 

A York:ſhire Weabit, longer than a Mile. 
Here Roger was inſpir'd, and by God's Diggers, 

He'd ſwear in Words at length, and not in Figures, 

Now by this Drink, which he takes off, as loth 

To leave Cc. in his liquid Oath, LES: 

His Brother pledg'd him, and that bloody Wine, 

He ſwears, ſhall ſeal the Synod's Catiline. 

So they drunk on, not offering to part, 

Till they had ſworn out the eleventh Quart. 

While all that ſaw and heard them, jointly pray, 

They and their Tribe were all Et cetera, 


— 
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Smectymnuus, or the ( lub-Divines. 


Mectymnuus the Goblin makes me ſtart : 

I'th* name of Rabbi Abraham, What art? 
Some Conjurer tranſlate, and let me know it, 
Till then *tis fit for a Weſt-Saxon Poet. 

But do the Brotherhood thus play their Prizes, 
Like Mummers in Religion, with Diſguiſes ? 
Out-brave us with a Name in Rank and File ? 

A Name,which if*twere train'd would ſpread aMile. 
The Saints Monopoly, the Zealots Cluſter ; 
Which like a Porcupine preſents a Muſter, 

And ſhoots his Quills at Biſhops and their Sees; 
A devout Litter of young Maccbabees. 

Thus Jack of all Trades has diſtinctly ſhown 
The twelve Apoſtles in a Cherry- ſtone. 

Next Sturbridg-Fair is Smec's: forlo! his Side 
Into a five-fold Lazar's multiply'd. 
Under each Arm there's tack d a double Gizard, 
tive Faces lurk under one fingle Vizard. 
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he Whore of Babylon left theſe Brats behind, 
eirs of Confuſion by Gavelkind. 
Like a Scots Mark, where the more modeſt ſenſe 
's, WChecks the loud Praiſe, and ſhrinks to 13 Pence; 
res. ¶ Like to an Ignis Fatuu, whoſe Flame, 
Tho ſome times tripartite, joins in the ſame: 
Like to nine Taylors, who, if rightly ſpell'd, 
* Into one Man are monoſyllabled: 
Short-handed Zeal in one hath cramped many, 
Like to the Decalogue in a ſingle Penny. 
The Sadducees would raiſe a Queſtion, 
„ ME Who ſhall be Smec at the Reſurrection ? 
Who coop'd them up together, were to blame; 
Had they but wire-drawn and ſpun out the Name, 
Twould make another Prentices Petition 
Againſt the Biſhops and their Superſtition. 
Some Welſhman was his Godfather; for he 
Wears in his Name his Genealogy. 
The Banes are ask'd,would but che Times give way, 
Between Smeciymnuus and Et cetera. | 
The Gueſts, invited by a Friendly Summons, 
Should be the Convocation and the Commons. 
The Prieſt to tie the Foxes Tails together, 
Moſely, or Sanita Clara, chuſe you whether. 
Thus might Religions caterwaul, and Spight, 
Which uſes to divorce, might once unite. 
le. W But their croſs Fortunes interdict their Trade 3 
The Groom is rampant, but the Bride is ſpay d. 
I could by Letters now unt wiſt the Rabble, 
Whip Szzec from Conſtable to Conſtable. * 
But there I leave you to another dreſling ; 19 
Only kneel down, and take your Father's Bleſling. 
May the Queen Mother juſtiſie your Fears, 
And ſtretch her Patent to your Leathern Ears. 


94 Epitaph 


IP 
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Epitaph on the Earl of Strafford. 


Ere lies Wiſe and Valiant Duſt, 
Huddled up twixt Fic and 7ſt * 
Strafford, who was hurried hence 
Twixt Treaſon and Convenience. 
He ſpent his Time here in a Miſt, 
A Papilt, yet a Calviniſt. 
His Prince's neareſt Joy and Grief 
He had, yet wanted all Relief. 
The Prop and Ruin of the State, 
The Peoples violent Love and Hate. 
One in Extreams lov'd and abhorr'd : 
Riddles lie here, and in a word, 
Here lies Blood, and let it lie 
Speechleſs ſtill, and never cry. 


On the Death of K. Charles the Firſt. 
Reat ! Good ! and Juſt ! Could I but rate 


G My Griefs, and thy too rigid Fate, | 
Fd weep the World to ſuch a Strain, 
As it ſnould deluge once again. 
But ſince thy loud tongu'd Blood demands Supplies 
More from Briarew Hands, than Argue Eyes, 
I'll fing thy Obſequies with Trumpet-ſounds, 
And write thy Epicaph with Blood and Wounds. 


MONTROSE. 
Written With the Point of his 


ies 
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A Lenten Litany. 


Rom Villany dreſs'd in a Doublet of Zeal, 
From 3 Kingdoms bak'd in one Commonweal, 
From a Gleek of Lord Keepers of one poor Seal, 

- Libera nos Domine. 
From a Chancery Writ, and a Whip, and a Bell, 
From a Juſtice of Peace that never could ſpell 3 
From Colonel P - and the Vicar of Hell, 

Libera nos, &c. 
From Neats- feet without Socks, and 3 penny Pies ; 
From a new-iprung Light that will put out Mens 
| (Eyes,; 
From Goldſmiths-hall, the Devil and Exciſe, 
| Libera nos, &c. 
From two hours Talk without one word of Senſe; 
From Liberty ſtill in the Future Tenſe; 
From a Parliament long-waſted Conſcience, 
e e Libera nos, &c. 
From copped Crown Tenent pick d up by a Brother; 
From damnable Members, and Fits of the Mother; 
From Ears like Oyſters, that grin at each other, 
„ TL.ibera nos, &c. 
From a Preacher in Buff, and a Quarterſtaff Steeple; 
From th* unlimited Sov'reign Pow'r of the People; 
From a Kingdom that crawls on its Knees hke a 
Cripple, 


; Libera nos, &c. 
From a Vinegar Prieſt on a Crabtree Stock ; 
From a fodd'ring of Pray'rs 4 hours by the Clock; 
From a holy Siſter with a pitiful Smock, 
FA 5 Libera nos, &c. 
From 
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From a hunger-ſtarv'd Sequeſtrator's Maw 3 
From Revelations & Viſions that never Man ſaw 
From Religion without either Goſpel or Law, 
Libera nos, & 
From the Nick and Froth of a Penny-pot Houſe 
From the Fiddle and Croſs, & a great Scots Lowſe 
From Committees that chop up a Man like a Mouſe 
1 8 55 Libera nos, &c. 
From broken Shins, and the Blood of a Martyr; 
From the Titles of Lords,& Knights of the Garter, 
From the Teeth of mad Dogs, and a Country Man- 


Quarter, 
| Libera nos, &c 
From the Publick Faith, and an Egg and Butter ; 
From the Iriſh Purchaſes, and all their clutter ; 
From Omega's Noſe when he ſettles to ſputter, 
Libera nos, &c. 
From the Zeal of old Harry lockt up with a Whore: 
From waiting with Plaints at the Parliament door; 
From the death of a King without why or wherfore, 
| Libera nos, &c. 
From the French Diſeaſe, and the Puritan Fry; 
From ſuch as neer ſwear, but devoutly can lie; 
From cutting of Capers full three ſtories high, 
5 L.ibera nos, &c. 
From painted Glaſs, and idolatrous Cringes; 
From a Presbyter's Oath that turns upon Hinges; 
From Weſtminſter Jews with Levitical Fringes, 
| eee | Libera nos, &c. 
From all that is ſaid, and a thouſand times more ; 
From a Saint and his Charity unto the Poor ; 


From the Plagues that are kept for a Rebel in ſtore, 
% Liber = nos, &c. 


That 


hat 
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That it may pleaſe thee to aſſiſt 
Our Apitators, and their Liſt, | 
And hemp them with a gent)e Twiſt, 
Quæ ſumus te, &c. 
That it may pleaſe thee to ſuppoſe, | 
Our Actions are as good as thoſe 
That gull the People thro the Noſe, 
| Sueſumu te, &C. 
That it may pleaſe thee here to enter, 
And fix the rumbling of our Center, 
For we live all at peradventure, | 
| Quæ ſumus te, &c. 
That it may pleaſe thee to unite 
The Fleſh and Bones unto the Sprite, 
Elſe Faith and Literature good- night, 
Queſumus te, &c. 
That it may pleaſe thee, O that we 
May each Man know his Pedigree, 
And ſave that Plague of Heraldry, 
| Quæ ſumus te, &c. 
That it may pleaſe thee, in each Shire, 
Cities of Refuge, Lord, to rear, | 
That failing Brethren may know where, 
Quæſumus te, &c. 
That it may pleaſe thee to abhor us, 
Or any ſuch dear Favour for us, 
That thus has wrought thy 22 Sorrows, 
ze ſumus te, &c. 
That it may pleaſe thee to embrace, 
Our Days of Thanks and Faſting Face, 
For robbing of thy Holy Place, 
5 | ueſumus te, &c. 
That it may pleaſe thee to adjourn 
The Day of Judgment, leſt we burn; 
For, lo! it is not for our turn, a 
Quæſumus te, &c. 
That 
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That it may pleaſe thee, to admit - 
A cloſe Committee there to ſit ; 
No Devil to a Human Wit, 


Oueſumus te, &c, 
That it may pleaſe thee to diſpenſe 
A little for convenience : 
Or let us play upon the ſenſe, 

Dueſumus te, & 
That it may pleaſe thee to embalm 
The Saints in Robin Niſdom's Pſalm, 
And make them muſical and calm, 

| ueſumus te, &c. 

That it may pleaſe thee, ſince there's doubr, 
Satan cannot throw Satan our, 
Unite us, and the Highland Rout, 


Queſumus te, &c. 
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To the King. 
On his Majeſty's happy Reſtauration. 


HE riſing Sun complies wich our weak ſight, 
Firſt guilds the Clouds, then ſhews his Globe 
| Wo (of Light, 

At ſuch a diſtance from our Eyes, as tho | 
He knew what harm his haſty Beams would do: | 
But your full Majeſty at once breaks forth 
In the Meridian of your Reign; your Worth, 
Your Youth, and all the Splendor of your State 
Wrapt up, till now, in adverſe Clouds of Fate, 
With ſuch a flood of Light invade our Eyes, 
And our ſpread Hearts with fo great Joy ſurprize ; 
That if your Grace incline that we ſhould live, 
You muſt not, SIR, too haſtily forgive. 


Qur 
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Our Guilt preſerves us from th' Exceſs of Joy, 
Which ſcatters Spirits, or would elſe deſtroy. 
All are obnoxious, and this faulty Land, 

Like fainting Heſter, does before you ſtand, 
Watching your Scepter 3 the revolted Sea 


8 Trembles to think ſhe did your Foes obey. 


Great Britain, like blind Polypheme, of late, 
In a wild rage, became the Scorn and Hate 
Of her proud Neighbours, who began to think, 
She with the weight of her own Force would ſink, 
But You are come, 3nd all their Hopes are vain, 
This Giant Iſle has got her Eye again. 
Now ſhe might ſpare the Ocean, and oppoſe 
Your Conduct to the fierceſt of her Foes. 
Naked, the Graces guarded You from all 
Dangers abroad, and now your Thunder ſha!!. 
Princes, that ſaw You, diff*rent Paſſions prove. 
For now they dread the Object of their Love; 
Nor without Envy can behold his Height, 
Whoſe Converſation was their late Delight. 
So Semele contented with the Rape 
Of Jupiter, diſpuis'd in mortal ſhape, | 
When ſhe beheld his hands with Lightning fill'd, 
And his bright Rays, was with amazement kill'd. 
And tho it be our Sorrow and our Crime, 
To have accepted Life ſo long a time | 
Without you here, yet does this Abſence gain 
No ſmall advantage to your preſent Reign: 
For having view 'd the Perſons and the Things, 
The Councils, State and Strength of Europe's Kings, 
You know your Work, Ambition to reſtrain, 
And ſet them Bounds, as Heav'n does to the Main. 
We have you now with ruling Wiſdom fraught, 
Not ſuch as Books, but ſuch as Practice taught. 
So the loſt Sun, while leaſt by us enjoy'd, 
Is the whole Night for our Concern imploy d: 
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He ripens Spices, Fruits, and rem Gums, 
Which from remoteſt Regions hither _ 
mov. 
This Seat of Yours, from th' other World: 
Had Archimedes known, he might have prov'd 
His Engines Force fix'd here, Your Power & Skil 
Make the World's Motion wait upon your Will. 
Much ſuff*ring Monarch, the firſt Englzh born, 
That has the Crown of theſe three Nations worn 
How has your Patience, with the barbarous Rage 
Of your own Soil, contended half an Age? 
Till (your try'd Vertue, and your ſacred Word, 
At laſt preventing your unwilling Sword) 
Armies and Fleets, which kept you out fo long, 
Own'd their great Sov'reign, and redreſs d hi 
(Wrong 
When ſtrait the People, by no Force compell'd, 
Nor longer from their Inclination held, 
Break forth at once, like Powder ſet on fire, 
And with a noble Rage their King require. 
So th' injur'd Sea, which from her wonted Courſe 
To gain ſome Acres, Avarice did force; 
If the new Banks, neglected once, decay, 
No longer will from her old Channel ſtay: 
Raging, the late- got Land ſhe overflows, 
And all that's built upon't to ruin goes. 
Offenders now, the chiefeſt, do begin 
To ſtrive for Grace, and expiate their Sin, 
All Winds blow fair, that did the World imbroil, 
Your Vipers Treacle yield, and Scorpions Oil. 
If then ſuch Praiſe the Macedonian got, 
For having rudely cut the Gordian Knot ; 
What Glory?s due to him, that could divide 
Such ra vel'd Int'reſts, has the Knot unty'd, 
And without Stroke ſo ſmooth a Paſlage made, 
Where Craſt and Malice ſuch Impeachments laid? 


Pol 
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But while we praiſe you, you aſcribe it all 
o his high Hand, which threw the untouch'd Wall 
Of ſelf-demoliſh'd Fericho fo low: 
His Angel *twas that did before you go; : 
Tam'd ſavage Hearts, and made Affect ions yield, 
Like Ears of Corn when Wind ſalutes the Field. 
| | ( ble ends, 
rn, Thus Patience crown'd ; like Job's, your Trou- 
ori WHaving your Foes to pardon, and your Friends. 
ge For tho your Courage were fo firm a Rock, 
What private Vertue could endure the ſhock ? 
'd, Like your great Maſter, you the Storm withſtood, 
And pity'd thoſe who love with frailty ſhew'd. 
Rude Indians, torturing all the Royal Race, 
Him with the Throne and dear - bought — 1 
grace, 
That ſuffers beſt; What Region could be found, 
Where your Heroick Head had not been crown'd ? 
The next Experience of your mighty Mind 
Is how you combat Fortune, now ſhe*s kind. 
urk And this way too you are victorious found, 
She flatters with the ſame ſucceſs ſhe frown'd. 
While to your ſelf ſevere, to others kind, 
With Power unbounded, and a Will confin'd, 
Of this vaſt Empire you poſſeſs the Care, 
The ſofter part falls to the Peoples ſhare. 
Safety and equal Government, are things 
Which make the Subjects happy as their Kings. 
il Faith, Law and Piety, that baniſh'd Train, 
Juſtice and Truth with you return again. 
The Cities Trade, and Countries eaſy Life 
Once more ſhall flouriſh without Fraud or Strife ; 
Your Reign no leſs aflures the Plowman's Peace, 
122 warm Sun 2 his Encreaſe: 
; nd does the Shepherds as ſecurely Ke 
me From all their Fears, as they preſerve their Sheep: 
| UE 
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But above all, the Muſe- inſpir'd Train 
Triumph, and raiſe their drooping Heads again 
Kind Heay?n at once has in your Perſon ſent 
Their ſacred Judg, their Guard, and Argument, 


8 
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Satyr on the Scots. 


Ome keen 7ambicks with your Badgers Feet, 
And Badger - like, bite till your Teeth do meet, 
Help, ye tart Satyriſts, to imp my Rage 
With all the Scorpions that ſhould whip this Age. 
But that there's Charm in Verſe, I would not quot 
The Name of Scot without an Antidote; 
Unleſs my Head were red, that I might brew 
Invention there that might be Poiſon too. 
Were I a drowzy Judg, whoſe diſmal Note 
Diſgorges Halters as a Jugglers Throat 
Does Ribbons : Could I in Sir Empirick's Tone 
Speak Pills in Phraſe, and quack Deſtruction ; 
Or roar like Marſhal, that Geneva Bull, 
Hell and Damnation, a Pulpit full: 
Yet to expreſs a Scot, to play that Prize, 
Not all thoſe Mouth-Granadoes can ſuffice : 
Before a Scot can properly be curſt, 
I muſt like Hocus, ſwallow Daggers firſt. 
Scots are like Witches ; do bur whet your Pen, 
Scratch till the Blood comes, they'll not or 
el. 
Now as the Martyrs were compell'd to take 
The Shapes of Beaſts, like Hypocrites at ſtake: 
I'll bait my Scot ſo, yet not cheat your Eyes; 
A Scot, within a Beaſt is no Diſguiſe. 


No 
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No more let Ireland brag, her harmleſs Nation 
oſters no Venom ſince that Scor's Plantation 
or can our feign'd Antiquity obtain 
ince they came in, England has Wolves again. 
ature her ſelf does Scorch-men Beaſts confeſs, 
aking their Country ſuch a Wilderneſs; 
\ Land that brings in queſtion and ſuſpence 
od's Omnipreſence, but that Charles came thence : 
zut that Montroſe and Crawford's Royal Band, 
\ton'd their Sin, and chriſten'd half the Land. 
or is it all the Nation has theſe Spots, 
There is a Church as well as Kirk of Scots : 
As in a Picture, where the ſquinting Paint 
Shews Fiend on this ſide, and on that ſide Saint; 
e that ſaw Hell in's melancholy Dream, 
and in the Twilight of his Fancy's Theme, 
card from his Sins, repented in a fright, 
ad he view d Scotland, had turn'd proſelyte. 
Land where one may pray with curſt intent, 
O may they never ſuffer Baniſhment! 
ad Cain been Scot, God would have chang'd his 
| ( Doom, 

Not forc'd him wander, but confin'd him home. 
Like Jews they ſpread, and as Infection fly, 
\s if the Devil had Ubiquity. 
Hence *tis they live at Rovers, and defy 
his or that Place, Rags of Geography. 
hey*re Citizens o'th* World, they're all in all, 
cotland's a Nation Epidemical. 
And yet they ramble not to learn the Mode, 
How to be dreſt, or how to liſp abroad; 
To return knowing in the Spaniſh Shrug, 
e: Or which of the Dutch States a double Jug 
Reſembles moſt in Belly, or in Beard, 

(The Card by which the Mariners are ſteer'd) 


No D No! 
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No! the Scots. Errant fight, and fight to eat, 
Their Oſtrich Stomachs make their Pe then 
Men 
Nature with Scots as Tooth-drawers has dealt, 
Who uſe to ſtring their Teeth upon their Belt. 
tam 
Not Gold, nor Acts of Grace, tis 3 mull 
The ſtubborn Scot - a Prince that would reclaim 
Rebels by yielding, does like him, or worſe, 
Who faddFd his own Back to ſhame his Horſe. 
Was it for this you left your leaner Soil, 
Thus to lard Iſrael with Egypt's Spoil ? 
Lord! what a goodly thing is want of Shirts? 
How a Scotch Stomech. and no Meat converts! 
hey wanted Food and Rayment, fo they took 
Religion for their Seamſtreſs and their Cook. 
{lnmask them well, their Honours and Eſtate, 
As wel} as Conſcience are ſophiſticate. 
Shrive but their Titles, and their Monies poiſe; 
A Laird and twenty Pence, pronounc'd with noiſe 
When conſtru'd, but for a plain Yeoman go, 
And a good ſober Two-pence, and well ſo. 
Hence then you proud Impoſtors, get you gone, 
You Pids in Gentry and Devotion ; 
You ſcandal to the Stock of Verſe, a Race 
Able to: bring the Gibber in diſgrace. 
Hyperbolus by ſuffering did traduce 
The Oſtraciſm, and ſham'd it out of uſe. 
The Indi an, that Heaven did forſwear, 
Becauſe he heard ſome Spaniards were there; 
Had he but known what Scots in Hell had been, 
He would, Eraſmm-like, have hung between. 
My Muſe has done. A Voyder for the Nonce, 
{ wrong the Devil, ſhould 1 pick the Bones. 
Phat Diſh is his; for when the Scots deceaſe, 
Hell, like their Nation, feeds on Barnacles. 
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A Scot, when from the Gallows- Tree got looſe, 
Drops into Stix, and turns a Soland Gooſe. 
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Satyr upon the Dutch. Witten by 
Mr. Dryden in the Tear 1662. 


S needy Gallants in the Scrivener's Hands, 
Court the rich Knaves that gripe their 
( mortgag'd Lands, 
The firſt fat Buck of all the Seaſon's ſent, 
And Keeper takes no Fee in Compliment : 
The Dotage of ſome Engliſh men is ſuch, 
To fawn on thoſe who ruin them, the Dutch. 
They ſhall have all, rather than make a War 
With thoſe, who of the ſame Religion are. 
The Straits, the Guiney Trade, the Herrings too; 
Nay, to keep Friendſhip, they ſhall pickle you. 
Some are reſolv'd not to find out the Cheat, 
But, Cuckold-like, love them that do the Feat. 
What Injuries ſoe'er upon us fall, 
Vet ſtill the ſame Religion anſwers all, 
Religion wheedled us to Civil War, 
Drew Engliſh Blood, and Dutch. mens now would 
CO { ſpare. 
Be gull'd no longer; for you'll find it true, 
They have no more Religion, Faith, —than you. 
Int'reſt's the God they worſhip iu their State, 
And we, I take it, have not much of that. 
Well Monarchies may own Religions Name, 
But States are Atheiſts in their very Frame. 
They ſhare a Sin; and ſuch Proportions fall, 
That, like a Stink, *cis nothing to them all. 


D 2 Think 
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Think on their Rapine, Falſhood, Cruelty, 
And that what once they were, they ſtill would be 
To one well-born th' Affront is worſe and mor 
When he's abus'd and baffled by a Boar. 
With an ill Grace the Dutch their Miſchiefs do; 
They've both ill Nature, and ill Manners too. 
Well may they boaſt themſelves an antient N: 
| ( tion 
For they were bred &er Manners were in faſhion, 
And their new Commonwealth has ſet 'em free 
Only from Honour and Civility. 
Veneti ans do not more uncouthly ride, 
Than did their Lubber State Mankind beſtride. 
Their Sway became em with as ill a Mien, 
As their own Paunches ſwell above their Chin. 
Yet 1s their Empire no true Growth but Humour, 
And only two Kings Touch can cure the Tumour, 
As Cato did his Africk Fruits diſplay ; 
Let us before our Eyes their Indies lay: 
All Loyal Engliſh will like him conclude; 
Let Ceſar live, and Carthage be ſubdu'd. 


Ur 


Vor 
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Vox & Lachrymæ Anglorum. 


)r, The true Engliſh- man Complaint, hum- 
bly offer'd to the ſerious Conſideration of 
ion their Repreſentatives in Parliament at 
« their next ſitting in the Near 1667. 


To the Parliament. 


| 7 
Heſe Lines had kiſs'd your Hands October laſt 
But were ſuſpended til] the time was paſt ; 

Becauſe we hop'd you were about to do 
That which this juſt Complaint excites you to. 
It is our Duty to put you 1a mind | 
Of that great Work which yet does lag behind, 
Our Griefs and Woes compel us loud to cry, 
And call on you for ſpeedy Remedy, 
This was the moving Cauſe of theſe our Tears, 
That you might know our Suff*rings and our Fears. 
And Providence now having led the way 
To give it Birth, peruſe it well we pray, 
And do not take it for an old Wives Story : 
Behold the Nations Grievances before ye 
In theſe ſhort hints; yet here, as in a Map, 
| With eaſe you'll ſee the cauſe of our Miſhap. 
Von There's not a free-born Engliſh Proteſtant 
But ſets both Hand and Heart to this Complaint. 


D 3 Vox 


33 _ POUMS „ 


„er — A Ms 4 — 


Fox & Ladin Anglorion. IPs 


Patriots Renown'd, open your Eyes, 

"And lend an Ear to th Juſtice of our Cries: ; 
As yon axe Engliſp men, our Blood and Bones, 
Know 'tis your Duty to regard our Groans. 


On you, next God, our Confidence relies, Jul 
You are the Bulwarks of our Liberties. Al 
Within your Walls was voted in our King. T! 
For joy whereof our Shouts made England ring: Ot 
And to make him a great and glorious Prince, 

Both you and we have been at great Expence. . O 
Full five and twenty hundred thouſand Ponnd, 1. 
By you enacted, ſince has been paid down. by 


Our Cuſtoms to a vaſt Revenne come, 
Our Fiſhing-Mony no inferiour Sum. 
The old Ale-ſpoiling Tax of the Exciſe A 
Does yearly to a Maſs of Mony rite; & 
Beſides th Additional of the Royal Aid, 
Ard Chimny-Mony, which is yearly paid. I 
Ott have our Heads by Polls been ſadly ſhorn, | 4 
And from poor Servants Wages Mony's torn : a 
Our Dunks:k yielded many a thouſand Pound, . 
(Tis eaſier far to fell than gain a Town) 
Witch forc'd Benevolence, and other things, ; 
Enough tenrich a dozen Daniſh Kings, 
Million on Million on the Nation's back: 
Vet we and al! our Freedoms go to rack. 
We hop'd when firſt theſe heavy Taxes roſe, 
Some ſhould be us'd ro ſcare away our Foes, 
Or beat them, till, like Gibeonites, they bring 
Their Grandecs ready halter'd to our King 3 
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Yr make them buckle, and their Points untruſs, 
\s they who took for Motto, God with we, 

zut O! inſtead of this our cruel Fate 

as made us like a Widow, deſolate. 

Dur Houſes ſadly burnt about our Ears, 

ur Wives and Children ſeaſeleſs made with Fears. 
ur Wares, like Ships, in which our Safety lay, 
Into our daring Foes are made a Prey : 

Our Forts and Caſtles, which ſhould guard our 
| (Land, 
Tuſt like old Nunneries and Abbics ſtand. 
And long betore our Inland Towns demur'd, 

That Sea and Land alike might be ſecur'd. 

Our Magazines, which did abound with Store, 
Like us, ſad Engliſhmen, are very poor. 

Oar Trade is loſt, our Markets are undone ; 
Yeomen and Farmers all to ruin run 

Thoſe that our fatal Battels fought neglected, 
And {wearing damme cowardly Rogues — HY 
Our gallant Scamen, once the whole World's 


( wer: 
For want of Pay are metamorphoſed: 
Waile the ſad Widows, and poor Orphans weep, 
Whoſe dear Relations peri!W*d in the Deep; 
And to augment and aggravate their Grief, 
At the Pay- Office find but cold Relief: . 
Many a Month are forc'd to waic and ſtay 5 
To ſeek the Price of Blood. dead Husbands Pay. 
The ſober People who our Trade advanc'd. 
Throughout our Nation are diſcountenancd. 
It grieves our Hearts, that we ſhould live to fee © 
True Virtge puniſh'd, and foul Vice go free. 
Thouſands alas! that would not hurt a Worm, 
Impriſon'd are, cauſe they could not conform. 
Others exil'd, and from Relations ſent, 
We know not why, but that they're innocent. 
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While Rome's black Locuſts menace us wil 
| ( Storny 

Like Egypt's Frogs about our Land in Swarms, 

Our Penal Laws are never executed, 

Againſt thoſe Vermin, which our Land polluted, 

Only to blind and hoodwink us, alas! 

An Edict paſſes to prohibite Maſs: 

With ſuch a Latitude as moſt Men ſay, 

*Tis like its Sire, the Oath Et cetera. 

But prais'd be God for Peace ! that's very clear; 
But on what terms, th' Event will make appear. 
We dread leſt it ſhovld prove more to our Coſt, 
Than when Amboyra's Spicery was loſt. 

They treat with Rod in hand our Buttocks bare, 
Judg what the Iſſues of ſuch Treaties are. 

Thus ſick, ye Worthies, ſick our Nation lies, 
Ard none but God can cure her Maladies, 

T hoſe that ſhould chear her in your Interval, 

Like dull Quackſalvers, make her Spirits fail. 

Turn ſhe her wither'd Face to whom ſhe will, 

All that ſhe gets is but a purging Pill. 

If any of her Children for her cry, 

Her cruel Empiricks uſe Phlebotomy ! 

That wholeſom Phyſick that ſhould cleanſe her 
( Blood 

They do detain, inflaming what is good. 

This for a long time has bad Humours bred 3 

Which ſend up filthy Vapours to the Head. 

All wiſe Men judg, if theſe Extremes endure, 

They'll iſue in a mad-brain'd Calenture. 

Then O ye Worthies! now for Heaven's ſake, 

Some Pity on your gaſping Country take. 

Call to account thoſe Leeches of the State, 

Who from their Truſt deeply prevaricate : 

Who have of Engliſh Coin exhauſted more 

Than would ten Cœur de Lions home reſtore : 
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ho like perfidious and deceitful Elves, 
uin the Nation to enrich themſelves : 
More ready are our Councils to diſcloſe, 
ban to protect us from our Belgian Foes. 
The Fleet divided ſhews ſuch Treachery, 
hat Pagans, Turks and Infidels decry. 
The States Purſe cannot but be indigent, 
When ſo much Mony over-Sea is ſent. 
No wonder Dutehmen cry, Thank Clarend— 
car WT hat we're ſo roundly paid with Fngliſh Coin. 
r. if George's Mouth be ſtopt, think they that we 
t, ¶ Have all our Eyes bor'd out, and cannot ſee, 
Our Foes of Engliſh Coin have greater ſtore, 
re, Since War's begun, than e'er they had before, 
Quaint Stratagem! for Rnlers buſy'd be, 
S, Io tie a raw Hyde to an Orange- tree; 
Wich Reſolution, cauſe he's of that Blood, 
That lifts his Head above the Mogenhood. 
Then both the Keipe- Skins would be well beſtow'd, 
One honour?d here, r'other as much abroad. 
Theſe and like projects have procur'd a War, 
Where Mortals worry d were like Dog and Bear. 
Then Mony works the Wonder, that is ſure, 
her The Price of Dunkirk here may much procure. 
loo Dankirk was ſold, but why we do not know, 
Unleſs t* erect a new Seraglio: © 
Or be a Receptacle unto thoſe, 
Were once intended our invading Foes. 
, Then let that treach'rons abject Lump of Pride, 
With all his joint Confederates beſide, 
, Be brought to Juſtice, try'd by our good Laws, 
And ſo receive the Merits of their Cauſe ; 
Who juſtly now are made the Peoples Hate, 
That would not do them Juſtice in the Gate. 
We pray your Honours chuſe out a Committee, 
To find the Inſtruments that burnt our City : pay 
| a 


ho 
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Can one poor ſenſleſs Frenchmar's Life repair 
The Loſs of Britainꝰs great Imperial Chair? 
Many there were in that vile Fact detected, 
d rhoſe that ſhould them puniſh, them protege 
en Nero did the like on famous Rome, 
re all her Senators and People dumb ? 
ſt we be ſilent, when encompaſs'd round 
ith black. mouth*d Dogs, that would us all cor 
( found! 
Moſt helliſh Plot! T was Guido Faux in grain, 
Hatch'd by the Jeſuits in France and Spain: 
For which your Honours wiſely did remember 
To keep another Fifth day of November. 77 
When theſe Delinquents up and down the Nation 
You ſifted for, then came your Prorogation. 
Mean while tho London in her Aſhes lies, 
Yet out of her ſhall ſuch a Phœnix riſe, 
Shall be a Scourge and Terror unto thoſe, 
Who for this hundred Years have been her Foes, 
Perfidious Papiſts ! Shall your Treachery, 
Think ye, reduce us to Idolatry ? 
Blood-thirſty Monſters! we know better things, 
Not all the pride of your black-Lanthorn Kings; 
Nor all your Counſels of Achitophel, 
Shall make us run your ready Rozd to Hell. 
Blind Blockheads ! we abhor your rotten Whore, 
None but the God of Jacob we adore, | 
We beg your Honours to redeem our Trade, 
Which in your Intervals is much decay'd : 
Regsining that, we hope ſuch Fruit *twill yield, 
We on our Ruins chearfully may build. 
We pray, repeal the Laws unnatural, 
That Men in queſtion for their Conſcience call : 
*T'is Cruclty for you to force Merl to 
The thing, that they had rather die than do. 


on 
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his is Man's All: Tis Chriſt's Prerogative, 

herefore againſt it *tis in vain to ſtrive. 

iftribure Juſtice with an equal Hand, 

th to the peer and Peaſant of the Land. 

any true Commoner murder'd of late, 

et Juſtice ſtrikes not the Aſſaſſinate. 

by ſhould the rightful Cauſe of Clients be 

tterly loſt, for want of double Fee? 

hy partial Judges on the Benches ſit? 

'hy Juries overaw?d ? This is not fir. 

hy ſome corrupted, others worry Wit? 

ind why a Parliament ſhonld ſuffer it? 

Vhy great mens Will ſhould be their only Law? 

nd why they do not call to mind Jack Straw ? 

hy they do let their Reputation rot?! 

Ind why Carnar van Edward is forgot? 

hy Bloodworth would not let the dreadful Fire 

xtinguiſh'd be, as good Men did deſire? 

nd why Life-Guardmen at each Gate were ſet, 

ind'r ing the People thence their Goods to get? 

Vhy were our Houſes level'd with rhe Ground. 

hat fairly ſtood about the Tow'r round? 

\ hen many thouſand Families were left 

ithout a Houſe. then we muſt be bereft 

f Habications too, with all the reſt, 

and ſhare with thoſe that greatly were diſtreſs'd. 

hy ſhould our Mother- Queen exhauſt our Store, 

ariching France, and making England poor ? 

pending our Treaſure in a Foreign Land, 

an never with the Nation's Int'reſt ſtand. 

hen timely ſtop the bleeding of this Vein, 

Leſt it the Kingdom's vital Spirits drain. 

hy England now, as in the days of yore, 

Muſt have an Interceſſor, Madam Shore? 

Why upon her is ſpent more in one Day, (fray ? 

Than would ſome Weeks the Publick Charge * 
Why 
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Why ſecond Roſamond is made away? 
A thing remains unriddled to this Day. bur 
Why Papiſt put in Places of great Truſt, 
And Proteſtants lay by their Arms to ruſt? 
Why Courtiers rant with Goods of other Men, 
And why Protections cheat the Citizen ? 
Why drunken Juſtices are tolerated ? 
And why the Goſpel's almoſt abrogated ? 
Why Clergymen do domineer ſo high, 
Who ſhould be Patterns of Humility ? 
Why they do Steeple upon Steeple ſet, By 
As if they meant that way to Heav'a to get? 
Who nothing have to prove themſelves devout, MD. 
Sa ve only this, That Cromwel turn'd them out. 
Why Tippets, Copes, Lawn-ſleeves, and * 
eel, 
Conſume above three Millions by the Year ? 
Why Bell and Dragon Drones, like Boar in Sty, 
Eat more than all the painful Miniſtry ? 

Which is one Cauſe the Nation is ſo poor. 

But when will Charles find out their Privy-door ! 
When Daniel ſhews th' [Impreſſion of their Feet, 
And gives direction, then he?l] come to ſee' t. 
Why England's Grand Religion now ſhould be 


Why many thouſands now bow down before it, 
That in their Conſciences do much abhor it? 
Why Treachery is us'd by Complication ? _ 
Deceit and Fraud, why th' A. la- mode in faſhion ? 
Why ranting Cowards in Buff. coats are put, 

And why they Robbers turn to fill their Gut? 
Why Fools in Corporations do command, 

Who know nor Juſtice, nor the Laws o'th' Land? 
Why he that brought our Necks into this Yoke, 
Dreads not the thoughts of Felton's fatal Stroke? 


na r 


Sure 
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zure they're bewitch'd to think we Engliſhmen 
ave no more Courage left us than a Hen. 
\nd why that Int' reſt is become the leaſt, 
n the year Sixty greater than the reſt ? 
We know no reaſon, but do all conſent, 
heſe are the Fruits of an ill Government, 
Some think our Judgments do run parallel 
ith David's in the Days of Iſrael: 
he difference is, he was a Man of God ; 
But ours have been his ſore afflicting Rod, 
o which we turn our naked Backs, and ſay, 
During thy pleaſure, Lord, Vive le Roy. 
e pray, reſtore our faithful Miniſters, 
Whom we do own as Chriſt's Embaſſadors. 
Why are our Pulpits peſter'd with a Crew, 
That took up Orders ſince black Barthol mem? 
| Who Myſtries of the Goſpel know no more, 
Than the dumb Calf that Iſrael did adore. 
Too late for us to you to make our moan, 
r ! WW When they have led us to deſtruction. 
| Muſt all be Enemies of King and State, 
That from the Church of England ſeparate ? 
Muſt all the Meetings of the Innocent 
Be judg'd unlawful ? they to Priſon ſent ? 
Twere better all ſuch Edicts you made void, 
And grant the Liberty they once enjoy'd; 
Confirming that unto 'em by a Law, 
Makes good the Royal Promiſe at Breda. 
Tread all Monopolies into the Earth, 
And make Proviſion that no more get Birth. 
In this a Prince's Danger chiefly lies, 
That he is forc'd to ſee with others Eyes. 
From hence our Troubles roſe in Forty One, 
Wien that Domeſtick War at firſt began. 
Relieve th? Oppreſs'd, and ſet all prisꝰners free, 
ure Who for their Conſciences in durance be. 
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Poor Debtors, who have not wherewith to pay, 
Break off their Shackles, let them go their way, 
Let no ſuborn d falſe Witneſles appear 

In Courts, againſt the Innocent to ſwear : 

Let no more Juries, that are biaſſed, 

Be pack*d to do whatever they are bid: 

Who to fulfil mens Luſt and Cruelty, 

Have no regard altho the Guiltleſs die. 

Why ſhould our righteous Laws like Cobwebs be 
To catch ſmall flies, and let the great go free? 
This turns true Judgment into Wormwood-gall, 
Does for the Vengeance of th'Avenger call 3. 
Then eaſe thoſe Burdens under which we groan, 
Give Liberty its Reſurrection. 

Let painful Husbandry, that Child of Peace, 
Be now encourag d ſince our Wars do ceaſe. 

Let not the poor and inflay'd Peaſant crave 
Redreſs from you, and yet no Succour have. 
'Tis too much like a bale French Stratagem, 

To make the People poor to govern them. 

More happy for a Prince, when Aid he craves, 
To have't from free-born Men, than injur'd Slaye 
We are free-born, we yet are Engliſh men: 

Let's not, like old Men, boaſt what we have been; 
But make us happy by your gentle Rays, 


And you ſhall be the Tenour of our Praiſe. Re 
And our Poſterity, with joint Conſent, If 
Shall call you Exgland's Healing Parliament. Vi 


But if you {ti!] will make our Bonds the ſtronger, 

If Pris ners muſt remain in Durance longer; 

If wand'ring Stars muſt ſtill by Force detrude, 

Under Eclipſe, thoſe of firſt Magnitude ; 

If Prelates {till muſt o're our Conſcience ride, 

And papiſts Bonefires make on us beſide : 

If he and they, whoſe Avarice and Pride | 

So long have rid our Backs, and gaul'd our _ , 
ave 
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ave got ſo ſtrong an Int'reſt in the State, 
hat their Commitment coſts ſo long Debate, 
ill means be found to further their Eſcape 
o Foreign Parts, there to negotiate ; 
he Edg of Juſtice ſurely's turn'd aſide, 
o cut the poor Man's Fleſh, and fave the Hyde 
f you mens Luſts and Avarice gratify, 
And yet our empty'd Purſe-ſtrings do unty : 
Y ou are too free of what was ne'er your own, 
\nd now you only make us more to groan, 
Aſe-like; and ſurely any mortal Man 
ill ſeek to eaſe his Burden if he can. 
here's not an Engliſh-man but well has lear n'd, 
our Privileges are alike concern'd 
ith all our Liberties ; that he who doth 
nfringe the one, uſur ps upon *em both. 
\nd ſhall it on your Doors and Tombs be writ, 
his was the Parliament fo long did fit; 
hile Conſcience, Liberty, our Purſe and Trade. 
he Country, City, Ships, and all's betray' d? 
o make an Act for building on the Urn, | 
But no Inqueſt who did the City burn: 
To feed a Palmer-worm, who threw away 
The Publick Stock, which Seamen ſhould defray. 
Since now you have an Opportunity, 

Redeem your ſelves and us from Slavery. 
If not, the Wheel goes round, there is no doubt, 
You'l alſo ſhare with thoſe you have turn'd out. 


25, 
ay, 


IVES, 


'9 
Jivat Lex Rex. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 


Fe er you'l leave us in a laſting Peace, 

You all our Grievances mult firſt redreſs, 
When Rulers ſtop their Ears to th” Peoples Cries, 
Tis a ſad Symptom of Cataſtrophies. 

In Watch or Clock things made irregular, 
Tho ne*er ſo ſmall, cauſe all the Work to jar. 
And in the Body natural *tis found, 

That if il] Humours do therein abound, 
Them the Phyſician muſt extenuate, 

And make em with the reſt co-operate : 
Soif in Bodies politick there be 

Not found, *cwixt all Eſtates, a Harmony; 
They ceaſe not till, in tract of Time, they bring 
All to confuſion, Peaſant, Lord, and King. 
To make ſome great, and ruin all the reſt, 
In this a Commonwealth can ne'er be bleſt. 
And does it follow hence, Great Sir, that we 
Muſt be undone to all Poſterity ? 

Let Equity and Juſtice plead our Cauſe, 

And then refer us to our Antient Laws. 

If Magna Charta muſt be wholly lighted, 

We mult conclude our Rulers are benighted. 
But needs muſt we be poor, when it is known 
We've had a ſecond Price of Gaveſtone, 

Your Pow'r is Sov'reign, elſe we durſt not quote 
This poys'nous Name without an Antidote. 
Perfidious Clarend—! that Potent Thief, 

His Princes Blemiſh, and the Peoples Grief: 


Who once did ſcorn to plunder by Retail, (fail: 
Who ftretch'd the States Purſe till the Strings 1 
FN e 
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e and his Fellow Jugglers found the knack 
o plough deep Furrows on the Nation's Back. 
ike Glaziers, who excite the roaring Crew, 
indows to break, that they may make them new. 
o theſe Pick-Quarrels with our Neighbour Na- 
| ( tions 
hen bawl at you to peel us with Taxations; 
hich having Ln ſtill more and more they crave, 
Yn like the Horſe-leech, or devouring Grave. 
or Avarice cannot be ſatisfy*d, 
do more than Belzebub, and's Brother f —. 
hat Macc hiavel we have not yet forgot, 
ho brew id that wicked Helliſh Northern Plot. 
here many Gentlemen had ruin'd been, 
f Providence had not ſtep'd in between, 
ho then among your ſelves ſecute can be, 
Mf this be not check'd by Authority? 
Ne was one of the open-handed Tribe, 
S Whoſe Avarice ne'er yet refus'd a Bribe. 
What Suit at Law ſoe'er before him came, 
He that produc'd moſt Angels won the Game : 
Bet right or wrong, or Plaintiff or Defendant 
Should win the day if Gold were at the end on't. 
How did he ſend without Remorſe or Fear 
Thouſands of Exgliſb to that Grave Tangrer ? 
What Uſage had the Scots thouſands can tel}, 
When the late Remonſtrators did rebel. 
While lriſn Rebels quit their old O Hone, 
Poor Engliſh Proteſtants take up the Tone. 
Empſon's and Dudley's Fact compar'd with his, 
te Were but Night's Darknels unto Hell's Abyls. 
The famous Spencers did in time pourtray 
What ſhould be acted by this Beaſt of Pr y. 
Earth him, and you ſhall find within bis Cel! 
il: Thoſe Miſchiefs which no Age can parallel; 


He WR War, 


es, 
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War, Fire and Blood, with vaſt expence of Tres 
(fur 

Ruin of Evgliſh-men, his chiefeſt Pleaſure. 

In fine, for Miſchief he was what you will, 

The perfect Epitome of all Ill. 

All good Men hate his Name; nay, what Is worſe 
Three Nations dog him with their heavy Curſe. 

As he regarded not the Widow's Tears, 

So may juſt Heaven multiply his Fears. 

Let Cainꝰs moſt dreadful Doom ſoon overtake him 

And his Companion Gout never forſake him. 


Let Heaven's Vengeance light upon his Pate, 


And all our Injuries retaliate. 

Till he himſelf to Juſtice does reſign, 

Let all Men call him curſed Clarend —. 
Moſt dextrous Artiſt ! he with mighty Eaſe 
Tranſplanted Dunkirk, from beyond the Seas, 
And dropt it near that fatal ſpot of Land, 


Where for him Tybarn now does weeping ſtand, N 


The echoing Ax from out the Tower does call, 
To ſpeed this Monſter Epidemical : 

But he upon us having play'd his Prank, 
Follows his Brethren Finch and Whyndebank. 
Thus Hyde by Name, is Hide by Practice too, 
Yet cannot hide from Heav'n, tho hid from you. 
And being gone has left his Imps behind, 
Whole only Werk is all our Eyes to blind 
Leſt tracing him you find their Villany, 

Known yet to few but the all- ſeeing Eye. 
If any thing of common Fame be true, 

He's only gone our Miſchiefs to renew: 

And if his Practice juſtify our Fears, 

He'll ſet's again together by the Ears. 
Ambition's of the nature of the Devil, 


Always to brood, and hatch, and bring forth Evil. 
| If 


IM 


vil. 


If 
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f true the Maxim be, Kings cannot err; 
ith Modeſty we may from thence infer, 
thrives that hapleſs Nation then that ſhows 
\ ſilent Prince, and Chancellor that crows 
Dyer his Equals, over all his Peers, 
Dyer Phanaticks, over Cavaliers. 
e was ſo abſolute, *twas hard to ſay, 
dr him, or Charles, whether we muſt obey. 
Ris'n from a Gentleman too near the Throne, 
ought not the Nation's Intreſt, but his own. 
ſou are the Bridle 1n ſuch Tyrants Jaws, 
ho would deſtroy us, and ſubvert the Laws. 


No hold the Reins, now keep the Ballance true, 


ind thoſe Bandittis that do lie purdieu. 
you, like Cato, for your Country ſtand, 
hree noble Nations are at your Command : 


WV hile Juſtice, Truth and Righteouſneſs do guide 


(vou, 


We'll be your Guard, whatever ſhall betide you. 
Piſarm the Papiſts, and ſecure our Ports, 


lace Proteſtants in Gariſons and Forts. 
hy ſhould the French and Iriſh here bear ſway. 
ho Enemies to England are this day? 
ct not our Magazines remain with thoſe 
hat burnt our City, and ſtil] are our Foes ; 
hoſe Helliſh bloody Principles are ſuch, 

o butcher Engliſh- men they think not much. 
hat Safety, Peace, or Trade can we expect, 
hen theſe Protection find, and you neglect 

$ to ſecure againſt ſuch Cut-throat Dogs, 

\s ſwarm now in our Land like Egypt's Frogs? 
hat means the flocking of the French ſo faſt 
to our Bowels thus wich Arms to haſte ? 

ind muſt our Horſes, which of Value be, 

ze thus to France tranſported, as we ſee ? 
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Are not out Forts and Caſtles all betray'd, 
When all their Stores and Guns aſide are laid 
Out of the reach of ſuch as would oppoſe 
Both Foreign En'mies, and Domeſtick Foes ? 
Did the dumb Child, when at his Father's Thro⸗ 
He ſaw a Knife, immediately cry out ? 

Can we be ſilent when the Train is laid, 

And Fire- works made ready, as tis ſaid ? 
Look thro the Veil, and you will ſoon eſpy 
That Romiſh Counſels cloſe at work do lie 

To undermine you, and Religion too: 

Look well about you leſt you do it rue. 

Now is the time t'acquit your ſelves like Men, 
Now ſtand up for your Liberties, and then 
The Lawrel Wreath, and never-fading Bays 
Shall crown your Heads, and we will ſing you! 

5 ( Praiſe 


— 


—ͤ— 


Ihen the Proroguing of the Parliament; 
or, The Club of Unanimous Voters, 


Pose upon Prorogue. Damn'd Rogues and 
WE - ( Whores! 
Firſt pick'd our Pockets, then turn'd us out ol 
( Doors 
Have we our Country plagu'd, and Truſt betray'd, 
Giv'n Polls, and Subſidies, and Royal Aid, 
Hearth-Mony, Impoſts on the Lawyers Fees, 
Kuin'd all Trades, tormented all Degrees, 
Cruſh'd the poor Phanaticks, broke thro 4 the 
| Laws 
Of Magna Charta, and the good Old Cauſe, 


To be thus fool'd at laſt! 
| Hay 
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Have we more Bullion giv'n in twelve years ſpace, 
Than Normar's Baſtard had, and all his Race 
Hurry'd up our Mony Bills *gainſt Dutch and French, 
And ſeen it ſpent upon a Dunghil Wench ? 


Did we conſent the Kingdom to undo, 
Tenrich an over-ridden W hore or two, 
And all for this ? 

Cours d, 
With Plague, War, Fire was this poor Kingdom 
While of all Plagues we were our ſelves the worlt. 
Were juſt Elections null'd, took we ſuch Pain 
To make a Parliament-man a Rogue in Grain, 
Stood to be piſs'd on by the Houſe of Peers, 


| Cat Coventry's Noſe, and cropt his Ears? 
Unworthy Gentlemen, more like Servants Race, 


Run to our Maſter's Collar to Fox our Mace. 
Did we a hundred baſer Acts than theſe, 
That we might not his Majeſty diſpleaſe, 
| To be thus ſervd? 

Well-fare true Vaughan, Osborn, Howard, Carr, 
Lit—ton, Sey——r, our great Men of War, 
And Garraway, the Hector of the Hauſe, 
That always fetch'd his Blow to kill a Louſe ; 
Theſe Patriots, Male-content, did plot y 
Their Countries Good, till they had Places got 3 
Bluſter'd and huff'd till they were officer d, 
And then of Country more the De'el a word. 

Damn'd Buckzngham! of a falſe Sire the Son 
Did we for this diſmount old Clarendon 
To ſet thee up, thou mighty Man of State, 
And in thy hands put the whole Kingdom's Fate? 
Did we forget thy former Treacher , 
When ſafe, thou leſt'ſt our King in Miſery ? 
Turn'd ſneaking Renegade to what was Trump, 
And ſwor'ſt Allegiance to the rotten Rump ? 


E 3 Did 
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Did we free thee, when Chancellor thee mumbled} 
And when thou wert by him from Poſt to Pillat 
(tumbled ? 

Did we connive at taking Shrewsbury's Life, 
That with more freedom thou might ſt have highly, 
| | (Wife 

To be requited thus? Ungrateful Wretch ! 
May Pox, and Plague, and Devil hence thee fetch 
Or ſome Proroę u'd, incenſed Felton rather 
Send this curs'd Son to find his guilty Father! 
No other way could'ſt find t'attain thy Ends, 
Than to diſguſt the King with his beſt Friends ? 
Torn out a Parliament, that neer King before B 
Had ſuch a one, nor ever will have more ? 
Did we give cauſe to fear we ſhonld not do 
Whate'er the King or thou command'ſt us to? 
If Standing- Army *tis thou wouldſt be at, 
We could as well as others have rais'd that. 
Wie could have made as well as any other, 
A Baſtard Race, Legitimate as Brother: 
Conſented to ſend back the barren Queen, 
And a new Iſſue had, had that your Humour been. 
League Tripartite we could have broke, the Dance 4 
_ Chang'd to the Muſick of the Pipe of France: N 

Sneer, and look thro the Fingers to behold 7 
New London flaming, as you did the old. 0 
We freely could have rais'd a Citadel, A 
As well the City as the Dutch to quell : 7 
We could make Plots, as Oliver on Hewet, 1 
And make ſuch guilty of 'em as ne' er knew it. Y 
And muſt we after all this Service done, 1 
In Field for Father, and in Houſe for Son, F 
Be thus caſhier*d to pleaſe a pocky Peer, 7 
Who neither Roundhead is, nor Cavalier? 1 
But of ſome medley. cut, ſome ill-ſhap'd Brat, 


Would fain be ſomething if he knew but _— 
or 


el. 
"ce 
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or Commo wealth he vogues himſelf to be, 


and by and by for Abs'lute Monarchy: 


hen neither likes; but ſome new knick- knack 


(found, 
ot Fiſh, not Fleſh, not ſquare, and yet not round. 


„ Vnetian Model pleaſes him to night, 
ro morrow morning France is in the right. 


Thus he, like Butterflies, much flutter makes; 


sleeps of one Judgment, of another wakes. 


Zealous at morn, he will a Biſhop make, 
Yet before night all Biſhops down he'il take. 
He all things Is, but yet to nothing true; 


All old things hates, nor can endure the new. 


But pleaſe your pocky Grace to give me leave 
To ask why thus you do your King deceive ? 


{Your firſt Prorogu'd ſure might have ſtood, for 


(then 
"Twas time enough for to Prorogue agen; 
And not all in a hurry, ſev'n Mouths before 


Our former not expir'd, to add ſix more. 


NelPs in again we hear, tho we are out; 

Methinks we might have met to have giv'n a 
| ( Clout, 

And then Prorogu'd again: our Wont has been 

Never to miſs a Seſſions ?gainſt Lying in, 

For always *gainſt that time the French invade, 

Gainſt whom we Mony raiſe to keep the Jade. 

And ten to one before the Spring be over, 

Our Cavalry muſt march again to Dover, 

To guard the Shore againſt the Dutch and French; 

When all this means but new Supplies for Wench. 

The curs'd Cabal ſaw twas in vain to move 

For Diſſolution; we had too much Love 

To be diſloly'd ; which put you to find out 


This damn fide-wind to bring the end about. 


E 4 For 


ji 
l 
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For now the ſacred Cod-piece muſt keep Lent, 
Unleſs Phanaticks lend, or Mony from "oy 
| enn 
Had we but hearken'd, and a fair Game play 'd, 
We had prevented thus our being betray'd. 
For had we Obſervation made, we might 
Have known at Morn the Fate we found at Nigh 
For Ceſar never more Preſages had 
Of falling Greatneſs, than to us were mm 
a e cam 
Crow croſs'd the Speaker's Coach as to the Hoi 
On Crutches that day went the Cripple lame. 
The Thames at our Proroguing Mt e run; 
Moon ſhone at Noon- day, and at Night the Su 
A hollow earthly Voice i'th'Houſe was heard, 
Which made the Speaker of Guy Faux afraid. 
Owen's Peaſe-Pottage unkindly boild that day; 
A foul Handkerchief in Pocket had Bab May. 
That day our Clock too was upon its Tricks, 
Would not go right; ſtrikes Are when was ne: 
rs | (fi 


ol. 


A 
N 
V 
L 


Put ſince there's no reſiſting of our Fate, 

Wo hope we may have leave to invocate. 
Ah! ſweet Revenge! may we but live to ſce Þ | 
Such Rogues prorogued too as well as we. 

Indulge our Envy but to ſee that day, | 
Tho we are ruin'd by it as well as they. 

We Tyrants love, if we can Tyrants be; 

If not, next wilh is we may all be Free. 


— 
— 
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New Ballad, call'd, The Chequer Inn. 


1. 
LL tell thee, Dick, where I have been, 
|| Where I the Parliament have ſeen, 
The Choice of Ale and Beer: 
But ſuch a Choice as ne'er was found 
In any Age on Engliſh Ground, 
In Burrough or in Shire. 


2, 

At Charing-Croſs, hard by the way 

Where all the Berties make their Hay, 
There ſtands a Houſe new painted: 

Where I could ſee em crowding in; 

But ſure they often there had been, 
They ſeem'd fo well acquainted. 


3. 
The Hoſt that dwells in that ſame Houſe, 
e Is now a Man that was a Mouſe, 

Till he was Burgeſs choſen: 
And for his Country firſt began, 
But quickly turned Cat in Pan: 

The way they all have roſen. 


" 
And ever ſince he did ſo vex, 
— That now he Mony tells by Pecks, 
And heaps np all our Treaſure. 
Thow'lt ken him out by his White Wand 
A He dandles always in his Hand, 


With which he ſtrikes the Meaſure, 
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5 
And tho he now does look fo big, 
And bear himſelf on ſuch a Talg, 
"Twill fail him in a year. 
Then O! how could claw him off, 
For all his ſlender Quarter-ſtaff, 
And have him here and there. 


n 


He is as ſtiff as any Stake, 

And leaner, Dick, than any Rake; 
Envy is not ſo pale. 

And tho by ſelling of us all, 

He'as wrought himſelf into bite. hal, 
He. looks like Bird of Jail. 


7. 


And where he might &er now have laid, 


Had not the Members moſt been made, 
For ſome had been indicted. 
For whoſocer that peach him durſt, 
To clear him would have been the firſt, 
Had they too been requited. 


8. 


But he had Men enough to ſpare, 
Beſides a good Friend in the Chair, 

Tho all Men bluſh'd that heard it. 
Therefore I needs muſt ſpeak my mind, 
They all deſerv'd to have been kind 

For ſuch a ſhameful Verdict. 


MP >» 2 
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9. 


And now they march'd all Tag and Rag, 


Each of his handy- work to brag, 
Over a gallant Supper. 

On backſide of their Letter ſome 

For ſureneſs cited were to come; 
The reſt were bid by Cooper. 


10. 


They ſtood, when enter'd in the Hall, 
Mannerly rear'd againſt the Wall, 
Till to fit down delir'd. 
And ſimper'd, juſtly to compare, 
Like Maidens at a Statute-Fair, 
None went away unhir'd. 


11. 


The Lady dreſs'd like any Bride, 
Her Fore-head Cloth had laid aſide, 
And ſmiling through did ſail, 
Tho they had dirted ſo the Room, 
That ſhe was forc'd to call for Groom, 
To carry up her Tail. 


12. 


Wheeler at Board then next her ſet, 
And if it had been nearer yet, 
She might it well afford. 
For ev'n at Bed the time has been, 
When no one could ſee Sun between 
His Lady and her Lord, 


/ 


13. 
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13» 
This Knight was ſent t' America, 
And was as ſoon ſent for away, H- 
Tho not for his good Deeds. Ha 
But *twas, it ſcems, with this iment, 
To plant with us that Government, Ar 


From thence he brought the Seeds. 


14. 
And next him ſate George Mount ague, =p 
The Foreman of the Britiſb Crew, H 
His Cup he never fails. Fe 
Manſel and Morgan, and the reſt, 1 
All of them of the Grand Inqueſt, A 
A Jury right of Wales. 11 
15. 


Vild with his Tongue did all out- run, 
And popping like an Elder - Gun, 

Both Words and Meat did utter. 
The Pellets which his Chaps did dart, 
Fed all his Neighbours overthwart, 

That gap'd to hear him ſputter. 


—— My A 


16. 


But King, God ſave him, tho ſo cramm'd, 
The Cheer into- his Breeches ramm'd, 
Which Butt'ry were and Larder. 
And of more Prov'nder to diſpoſe, | 
Had ſew'd on too his double Hoſe ; 
For times thou-know'ſt grew harder. 


* 
| | 
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17. | 
H, out of Linen, as of Land, 
Had mortgag'd of his two one Band, 
| To have the other waſh'd: 
And tho the Sweat the while he eat, 
With his own Gravy filfd the Plate, 
| That Band with Sauce too daſh'd. 


18. 


His Brain and Face Tredenham wrung, 
For words not to be ſaid but ſung; 
2 His Neck it turn'd on Wier. 
And Berkenbead of all the Rout, 
There was but one could be found out, 
To be a greater Liar. 


5 19. 
Old Hobbes's Brother Cbeyney there, 
Thbrog morton, Newlle, Doleman were, 
And Lawley, Knight of Shropſhire. 
Z Nay, Port man, tho all Men cry'd thame, 
And Cbolm'ley of Vale Royal came 

For ſomething more than Chop-cheer. 


20. 


The Weſtern Glory Harry Ford 

The Landlord Bailes outeat, outroar'd, 
And did his Trencher lick. 

What pity tis a Wit ſo great 

Should live to ſell himſelf for Meat : 
But who can help it, Dick ? 


41 
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21. | 
Yet, wot'ſt thou, he was none of thoſe, 
But would as well as Meat have Clothes, 
Before he'd ſell the Nation : 
And wiſely lodging at next Door, 
Was ſery'd more often than the Poor, 
With his whole Generation. 


; 22. 
Sir Courtney Poole and he contend, 
Which ſhould the other moſt commend 
For what that day they ſpoke : 
The Man that gave that woful Tax, 
And ſweeping all our Chimney-Stacks, 
Exciſes us for Smoke. | 


23, 
The Hanmers, Herberts, Sandys, Muſgr —5, 
Fathers and Sons, like coupled Slaves, 
' They were not to be {under : 
The Tale of all that there did ſup, 
On Chequer Tallies was ſcor'd up, 
And made above a hundred. 


24. 
Our greateſt Barn could not have held 
The Belly-Timber that they fell'd, 
For Meſs was rick'd on Meſs: 
"Twas ſuch a Treat, that Pm afraid 
The Reck'ning never will be paid, 
Without another Ceſs. 


A 25. 

They talk'd about, and made ſuch din, 

That ſcarce the Lady could hedg in 
The Papiſhes and Frenches : 


0¹ 


5 
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On them ſhe was allow'd to rail, 


gut, and thereby does hang a Tale, 


Not one word of the Wenches. 


26, 
The Hoſt, who ſat at lower end, 
The Healths in order up did ſend, 
Nor of his own took care: 


But down the Viſick Bottle threw, 


And took his Wine, when 'twas his due, 
In ſpight of Pothecare. 


27. 


They drank, I know not who had moſt, 


Till King both Hoſteſs kiſs'd and Hoſt, 
And clap'd *em on the Back. 
And prithee why ſo pale? then ſwore 


Should they indict him o'er and o'er, 


He'd bring him off ifack. 


28. 
Then all ſaid Ay, who had ſaid No, 
And now, who would, twas time to go, 
For Grace they did not ſtay: 
And for to ſave the ſerving- Men 
The Pains of coming in agen, 
The Gueſts took all away. 


29. 
Candleſticks, Forks, Salts, Plates, Spoons, Knives, 
Like Sweetmeats for their Girls and Wives, 
And Table-Linen went; 
| ſaw no more, but hither ran, 
Leſt ſome ſhould take me for the Man, 
And I for them be ſhent. 


The 
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The Anſwer. 


* 
Urſe on ſuch Repreſentatives, 
They ſell us all, our Barns and Wire 
Quoth Dick, with Indignation. 
T hey are but Engines to raife Tax, 
And the whole Bus'neſs of their Acts 
Is to undo the Nation. 


4. 
Juſt like our rotten Pump at home, 
We pour in Water when 'two'nt come, 
And that way get more out. 
So when mine Hoſt does Mony lack, 
He Mony gives among the Pack, 
Ard then it runs full ſpout. 


3. 
By wiſe Volk I have oft been told, 
Parliaments grow naught as they grow old, 
We groan'd under the Rump: 
But ſure this is a heavier Curſe, 
That ſucks and dreins thus ev'ry Purſe, 
By this old Whuchall Pump. 
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n King Charles the Firſt's Statue. 
Why tis ſo long before tis put up at 
Charing- Croſs- 


ye 
1. 

Hat can the Myſt'ry be, why Charing-Croſs 

Theſe two Months continues {till blind- 

(ed with Boards ? 


dear Wheeler impart, weare all at a loſs, 
Unleſs Punchianello is to be reſtor'd. 


2, 

were to Scaramouchi too much diſreſpect, 
Tolimit his Troop to this Theater ſmall, 
eſdes the Injuſtice it were to eject * 

That Mimick, ſo legally ſeiz'd of Whitehal, 


3. 
or a Dial the place is too unſecure, 
Since a Guard & a Garden could not one defend; 
or ſo near to the Court they will not endure, 
Any more to know how their time they miſpend. 


d, 


4. | ( Fleet, 
ere theſe Deals then in ſtore for ſheltring our 
When the King in Armada to Poriſmouth did ſail? 
r the Biſhops and Treaſurer did they agree't, 

To repair with ſuch Riff. raff the — ＋ 
Pale 


0 We 5. Now 
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0 | 5. 
Now to comfort the Heart of the old Cavalier, 
The late King on Horſeback is here to be ſhey 
What ado with the Kings and Statues is here: 
Have we not had enough already of one ? 


6. 
Does the Treas rer think Men ſo legally tame, 
When the Penſions are ſtopt to be fool'd witt 
| ( ſigh 
No : tis forty to one, if he play on his Game, 
But he'll ſhortly reduce it to Forty and eight, 


7. 
The Trojan Courſer, tho not of Braſs, but of Wod 
Had within him an Army that burnt down 
However *tis ominous, if underſtood, (Tow! 
For the old King on Horſeback is but half 
(Crom! 

8 


But his Brother-1n-1aws Horſe had got much reput 
That the Treaſurer thought fit totry it agen; 
And inſtead of a Market of Herbs and of Fruit, 
He will here keep a Market of Parliamentmen, 


2 3 
But why is the Work ſo long at a ſtand? 
Such things you ſhould never, or ſuddenly do, 
As the Parliament twice was prorogu'd 4 yo 
; IE hand 
Will you venture ſo long to prorogue the Kiny 
a (too 
10. 

Let ns have a King, be he new, be he old, 

Not Vyner delay'd us fo, tho he was broken; 


Th 
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ho the King be of Copper, and Danby of Gold, 


Shall the Treas'rer of Guineas grudg vs ſuch a 
(Token ? 
11. 
he Huſwifery Treaſureſs ſure's grown very wiſe, 
Who ſo lib'rally treated the Members at Supper; 
he thinks not convenient to go to the price, 
That we loſe both our King, oursHorſe, and our 


(Crupper. 


12. 
hen for ſo many Par ties we are to provide, 
To buy a King is not ſo wiſe as to ſell; 
ut however, ſhe ſaid, it can't be deny d, 
But a Monarch of Gingerbread will do as well. 


| | 13. | 
he Treaſurer told her, he thought ſhe was mad, 
And his Parliament-Roll withal did produce, 


alf Where he ſhew'd her that ſo many Votes he then 
ron! 8 (had, 

As would the next Seſſions reimburſe: him with 
eput | (Uſe. 
en; 14. ; 


o the Statute will up after all this delay; 

But to turn the Face to ards Whitehall 1 Nang 
- NY an : 

ho of Braſs, yet for grief, it will melt ſoon away, 

Tobebold ev'ry day ſuch a Court, ſuch a Son. 
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A Ballad, calld the Hay- market Hef 


1 A 
_ Lg a woful Ditty, A 
Of a Wound that long will ſmart-a ; on 


Giv'n, the more's the pity, 
In the Realm of Magna Charta. 
Youth, Youth, thou*dſt better bin ſlain by thy Fos 
Than live to be hang'd for cutting a Noſe. 


* 


Our good King C- the Second, 
Too flippant of Treaſure and Moiſture, 
Stoop' d from the Queen infecund, 

To a Wench of Orange and Oyſter. 
Conſulting his Cato, he found it expedient, 
To engender Don Johns on Nell the Comedian. 


The leach'rous ary, 
Of being lim'd with Majeſty, 
Mounts up to ſuch a Story, 
This Bitchington Traveſty; | 
That to I pe her Lover, the Baggage muſt dare 
To be Helen the Second, and Cauſe of a War. 


4. 
And he our am'rous Jove, : 


While ſhe lay dry-bobb'd under, 
I0o repair the Defect of his Love, | 
Muſt lend her his Lightning and Thunder. 


And 


8 
An 
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And for one Night proſtitutes to her Commands 
lis Monmouth, Life-Guards, O Brian and Sands. 


Ori 5. 
And now all fear of the French, 
And the preſling need of Navy, 
Are dwindled into a ſalt Wench, 
And Amo, Ama, Amavi. 
ow he'll venture his Subſidy ſo he Cloven may fee, 
n Female Revenge, the Noſe of Coventry. 


8 

O ye Hay-Market Hectors, 
How came you thus charm'd, 

To be the Diſſectors 
Of one poor Noſe unarm'd ? 
ofit to wear Sword, or follow a Trumpet, 
hat would brandiſh your Knives at the word of a 

(Strumpet. 


7. 
But was't not ungrateful, 
In Monmouth, Ap Sidney, Ap Carlo, 
To contrive an Act ſo hateful, 
O Prince of Wales by Barlow ? 
or fince the kind World had diſpens d with his 
( Mother, 
ight he not well have ſpar'd the Noſe of John 
, | ( Brother ? 


Beware all ye Parliamenteers, 
How each of his Voice diſpoſcs : . 
Bab May in the Commons, C.Rex in the Peers, 
Sit telling your Fates on your Noſes; 
And decree, at the mention of every Slut, 
Whoſe Noſe ſhall continue, and whoſe ſhall be cut. 


F 3 9. If 


are 


And 


| 
t 
| 
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k g 9. 
If the Siſter of Roſe 
Be a Whore ſo anointed ; 


T hat the Parliament's Noſe | 
Muſt for her be disjointed ? | 
Then ſhould you but name the Prerogative Whor: Wi 

How the Bullets would whiſtle, the Cannon 
| ( would roar! Ka 


A new Ballad, to an old Tune, calld, 1. 
I am the wr worm of Norfolk, &c. 


1. 
Am a fenſeleſs thing, with a Hey, with a Hey, 
Men call me a King, with a Ho: 
To my Luxury and Eaſe, 1 
They brought me o're the Seas, 
With a Hey Tronny Nonny Nonny no. 


| 2. 
melt away their Treaſure, with a Hey, &c. 1 


And ſwiee at my Pleaſure, with a Ho; 
Their Women, and their Coin, 
Are now become all mine, 
"ith a Hey Tronny, &c. 


With a Court, and a 8 with a Hey, Cc. 
I corrupted the Age, with a Ho: 
The N ation once were Men, J 
But now are Slayes agen, 
Wit « Hey Tronny, &c. 
4. Let 
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4. 
et the Bankers break, with a Hey, &c. 
And the City ſneak, with a Ho; 
I've got a pack of Knaves, 
Who will ride the dull Slaves, 
With a Hey Tronny, &c. 


5. 
et the Commons ſcarch for Plots, with a Hey, &c. 
And the Lords ſit like Sots, with a Ho: 
If my Brother, and my Whore, 
9 Say the word, they're no more, 
1 With Hey Tronm, &c. a 


6. 
hey pull'd my Army down, with a Hey, Kc. 
And ſo they would my Crown, with a Ho: 
But to prevent that Chance, 
I've ſold it all to France, 
With a Hey Tronny, &c. 


er, 


7. 
Ind while they all give ear, with a Hey, &c, 

To what Oats and Bealowe ſwear, with a Ho; 
With Mirth 1 burſt my Gall, | 
To ſee the Raſcals ſham 'em all, 

With a Hey Tronny, &c. | 


8. 
was a Blaſt of Royal Breath, with a Hey, Cc: 
Gave Godfrey his Death, with a Ho: 
"Twas contriv'd by the Elf, 
My Brother, and my ſelt, 
With a Hey Tronny, &c. 


et F 4 9. My 
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9. 
My Miniſters of State, with a hey, &c. 
Whom Idamn to make em great, with a ho; 
Let *em uſe their wiſeſt skill, 
I'm true Sir Martin ſtill, 
With a Tronny, &c. 


10. 
And now to let you ſee, with a hey, &c. 
What Miracles there can be, with a ho; 
The Head of the Church 
Left the Body in the lurch, 
With a Tronny, &c. 


It. Bol 
Damn the Good Old Cauſe, with a hey, &c. 
Religion and its Laws, with a ho: 
I ſcorn to bear the Sway 
By an Engliſh way, 
With a Tronny, &c. 


13. Eq 
Let the Gentry groan, with a key, &c. 
With the Weight of my Throne, with a ho: 
I care not a ſtraw 
For the old Fop Law, 
With a Ss &c, 


13. ee 
While the French take Towns, with a hey, &c. 
And the Seamen get Wounds, with a . 
I have a French Arſe 


For my unruly Tarſe, 
Wb a Tronny, &c. 


* 


14. And 


ho; 


\nd 
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14. 
nd tho my Father, like a Fool, with a hey, &c. 
Loſt his Life, to ſave his Soul, with a hoz 

I'll not quit my preſent Love, 

For a Martyr's place above, 
With a hey Tronny nonny nonny no. 


— 


SATIR 


Hus long the wiſe Commons have been 71 de- 
| | ( bate, 
Bout Mony and Conſcience, thoſe Trifles of State, 
hile dang'rous Grievances daily encreaſe, 
And the Subject can't riot in Safety and Peace; 
nleſs, as againſt Jr: Cattel before, 
ou now make an Act againſt 1r;h Whore. 
he Colts black and white, Clanbrazie and Cox, 
Invade us with Impudence, Beauty and Pox : 
Each carries a Fate no Man can oppoſe, 
ithout Loſs of his Heart, or Fall of his Noſe. 
Sit juſt that with Love cruel Death ſhould conſpire, 
And our Tarſes beburnt by our Hearts taking fire ? 
There's no end of Communion, if humble Be- 
_ (Clievers 
Muſt be damn'd in the Cup like unworthy Re- 
(celvers. 


The 
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The Queen's Ball. 


Eform, Great Queen, the Errors of your Youti 
And hear a thing you never heard, call'd Tra 
Poor private Balls content the Fairy Queen; 
You muſt dance, and dance damnably to he ſeen. 4 
Ill. natur'd little Goblin, and deſigu'd no: 
For nothing but to dance and vex Mankind. 
What wiſer thing could our great Monarch do, 
Than root Ambition out by ſhewing you ? 
You can the moſt aſpiring Thoughts pull down : 
For who would have his Wife to have his Crown! 
With a white Vizor you may cheat our Eyes; 
You know a black one would be no diſguiſe. 
See In her Month a ſparling Diamond ſhine, 
The firſt good thing that e er came from that Mine 
Heav?n ſome great Curfe upon that Hand diſpenſe, 
That for th*encreaſe of Nonſenſe takes it thence. 
How gracefully ſhe moves, and ſtrives to lug 
A weight of Riches that may fink the Pug! 
Such Fruit ne er loaded ſo deform'd a Tree; 
Het Jewels may be match'd, but never ſhe. 
if bold Aeon in the Waves had ſeen | 
In fair Dianas room our Puppet Queen, 
He would have fled ; and in bis full career, 
For greater haſte, have wiſh'd himſelf a Deer 
Prefer*d the Bellies of his Dogs to hers, 
And thought 'em the more cleanly Sepulchers. 
What ſtupid Madman would not chuſe to have 
The ſettled Reſt and Silence of a Grave, 
Rather than ſuch a Hell, which always burns, 


And from whom Nature forbids all Returns ? 
Orm— 4 
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- d looks paler now than when he rid; 

wr Viſit frights him more than Tyburn did. 

ar of your coming does not only make 

r' wiſe Marquiſs, but his Houſe too ſhake, 
That will be next, unleſs you pleaſe to go 

d dance among, your Fellow-friends below ? 
here as upon the Stygian Lake you float, 

du may o erſet and fink the laden Boat; 

hile we the Fun'ral Rites devoutly pay, 

nd dance for joy that you are danc'd away, 


— 


„ Neries and Anſwers from Garraway's 
wi! ( offec-bouſe. 


. Hether Father Patrick be not Muckle 

John's natural Son? 

. As certain as Harry Bennet is Marquiſs Hamil- 
ton . 

0. How many Maids of Honour has the Queen? 

. One and a half, 

Whether 'twas not politickly done to baniſh 

Hyde, and put a Blue Garter on Harry Bennet ? 

J. The Matter is well amended by it. | 

0, Whether ſhall Maynard be beſt pleas'd with 
the Duke of Monmouth, or to play at Flats with 
the Lady Betty Howard ? | | 

. Don Carlos is pleas d with neither of their A- 
mours. 

9. Whether the Dutch be not an ingenious People? 

A. O yes; and in time will learn to fight at Sea. 

9. Whether the Houſe of Commons be not Mon- 

ſtrum horrendum, notwithſtanding Ld Clifford has 
4 | iren up his white Staff? Pq 
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A. A Time ſhall try when they ſit again. 

., Whether Mris. Churchill or Lady Bellaſyſe Mor. 
the greater Beauty ? 

A. A Turd's as good for a Sow as a Pancake. 

Q. Whether a Nation can thrive that's govert 
by de Whore, de Pimp, and de Baſtard ? 

we og King's Jeſter's Wife ſwears, tis impoliy P©! 

e 

Q. What ſort of Projector is the greateſt Fop! 

A. He that ſhews the King how he's cheated in hi 
Revenue, and how to remedy it. 

Q. How came Mountague to gain the Widow fron 
Savill ? 

A. The one was witty in going to bed; the othe 
wiſer in cutting the Bell-rope. 

2. How often has Mrs. Kirk fold her Davughtz 
Dyes Maidenhead, before the Lord of 1 
marry'd her? 

4. Ask the Prince, and Hurry Fermin. 

Whether ic be equal Juſtice, that Harry Syn 
ho ſtole the Mare, ſhould be reſtor'd to Court, 
and Harry Killigrew continue baniſh'd, who dil 
but hold the Stable- door while the other put the 
Bit in her Mouth? 2. 

A. This is refer'ꝰd to the Duke to decide. 

£. Whether it be an Office of Truſt or Profit to 
be Treaſurer to the Indigent Officers? 

A. Sir John Bennet made a Supper laſt Shrove-fl 7* 
Tueſday coſt ſeven hundred Pounds. 

2 When ſhall Don Carlos be made a Lord? 

A, About two a Clock in the Morning when the 
Duke of Buckingham has din'd. 

. Who deſerves beſt to be made a Lord, Bal 
May, or Lory Hyde? 

A. Prince Maur ice. 


9. Whe⸗ 
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Whether it be ſcandalous to be made a Whore, 


or not ? g 
Not after Creation. 


What made our late Admiral more couragious 


than ever ? : 
| He has been always ſo ſince his Head was o- 


pen'd. 


— 


Advertiſement of a Sale of choice Goods, 


n Tueſday the gth of January, will be ſold 
by Inch of Candle, at the Royal Coffee- 
houſe near Charing-Croſs, theſe ſeve- 
ral Goods in Parcels, viz. 


mY NE whole Piece of the Dutcheſs of 

L Cleveland's Honeſty, Willow=-green, at 

2 Crown per Yard, to advance 2 d. per Yard 

the each bidding. | | 

2. Twenty four Ells of Nell Guirs Virginity, in 

three Pieces, 1 yellow, 2 black, full yard 

t u broad, and a little better, at 3s. per Yard, 
to advance 2 d. each bidding. 

3. Two rich Royal Camlet Clokes, faced with 
the Proteſtant Religion, very little the worſe 
for wearing, valued at 47. to advance half a 

the Crowneach bidding. | 

4. Three Remnants of the ſame at the like price, 

50 to advance in like manner. 1 

5. Two whole Pieces of the Duke of Bucking- 
kam's Religion, 7 Quarters wide, the one of 
white, the other of black, at 50: Shillings 


per 


he- 


0 
ot. 


3» 
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6 | 
per piece, to advance a Penny each b 


ding. 

6. Fourteen Yards and three Quarters of 
Chancellors Loyalty, in five Remnants ; 1 
firſt of his late Majeſty's Colour; the ſeco 
Orange-Tawney ; the third of Praiſe-6 
Bare- Bone's ;,the fourth of the Protector's; t 
fifth of his preſent Majeſties Colours, pritj 
at a Noble per Yard, to advance 2 7. 
Yard. 

7. Some Remnants more ready mixt, and fit f 
the Loan, if the Chancellor live, and haveth 
good luck to be permitted to exerciſe, 

8. A Box of curious Legerdemains, with th 
Art of ſtealing a Chancellor's Head from th 
Block, and laying a Treaſurer's in the roon 
A new Invention of the Lord Chancellor 
and the Lord St. Fobns, valued at 10000 |. t 
advance 50 l. each bidding. 

9. A rare CardinaPs Cap, brought from Rome ij 
Merchant Patrick, at the rate of thre: 
Crowns, to advance with indiſcretion. Not 
No body muſt bid any thing till the Royal Fs. 
mily has had the refuſal. 

10, Two hundred weight of, the Lord Arlington; 
beſt ſweet-ſcented cut and dry*d Loyalty, a 
2 5. per Pound, 2 d. or thereabouts, to ad 
vanceeach bidding. | 

11, Three Hogſheads more in the Leaf of ths. 
ſame, at 7 d. per pound, to advance a Halt 
penny. 

12. One and twenty Pieces of fine French Gold. 

Colour'd Ell-broad Bribes of the Lord Tres 
ſurer's, valu'd, while the Parliament ſat, 4 
ſix hundred thouſand Pounds, to advance 
2000 l. each bidding. 13 


17. 
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ot. 

3. Four Dozen of French ne w- faſnion d Writs, 

for the choice of ſo many Members in Par- 

liament, ia the places of thoſe that are dead, 

all as good as new, never the worſe for u- 

ſing, at 10 Groats per Dozen, to advance a 

penny per Dozen. 

4. Five or ſix new Burgeſſes in Parliament, among 
which are Alderman Backwell for Wendover, 
and Sir William Egerton for Wickham, and ne- 
vern worn above one month by the Owners; 
coſt at firſt above 2000 l. a Place, now to 
be (old for two dozen Bottles of Canary ad- 
Vance. - 42 

5. Thirty four reſinꝰd Poſtpon'd Bills, which are 
to be honeſtly paid when the Devil's blind; 
amounts in the whole to 78.3601. at 10 4. 
a Pound, to advance a Penny each bid- 
ding. 

6, Contains Moll Davies, Jenny Farrar, Warcup, 
and about a dozen Pair more of caſt Jades, 
as good as ever Leg was laid over, tho by 
over-riding they have got a trick to throw 
and foil their Riders; bought of their Fa- 
thers for 1000 J. a piece, now to be ſold 
for half the Mony. 3 

1). A very fine Cabal-Cage, with five or ſix Ca- 

nary- Birds in it; all of different Notes to 

| make the better Conſort. F 

tler 8. A very rich Cabinet, containing ſeveral rich 

Knick-knacks ; among which is the laſt Roy- 

1 al-Clap of his Highneſs by Carnegez and 

oll. many Rarities of ineſtimable Value, which 

rea: coſt the Kingdom many thouſands of Pounds, 

but now may be bought at an eaſy rate, by 
ance any that have a mind to ſuch Commodities. 
13 19. I wo 


f t 
5 | 
ec01 
eG 
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Lot. 

19. Two accurate Maps, one of the new Quey 
and the other of making the Duke of 4 
mouth Legitimate, both ſecundum artem, | 
the Chancellor's own drawing, to be p 
ſented to the Parliament next Seſſions, yaly 

| at his Neck, to advance at diſcretion. _ 

20, Seven thouſand ſeven hundred ſixty four l 
cences to Phanatick Preachers, valued at th 
Farthings, to advance proportionably. 

21, Two Pieces of Superfine French A- la- modi 
the one of Popery, the other of Slavery, 
longing to his Grace the Duke of Buch 
at preſent in Pawn, with his Sword and Bel 
in Lombard-ſtreet, val d at three Crowns 
to be advanc'd and abated as the Bidding 
both ſides may be. | 

22, Containing ſeveral Riding-Coats of the right 
true Blue Scottiſh Fidelity, laced with the Co 
venant, and lined with Popery, made by the 
Lord Lauderdale's own Taylor, may be wor 
either ſide outmoſt, as occaſion ſhall ſerve ; a 
10 d. Scottiſh aplece, to advance a Farthins 

Sterling each bidding. | 
23. Containing the Prizes taken by us in the 
late War, tho it coſt many thouſands, beſide 
the Blood of ten thouſand Men; yet altoge 
ther valu'd at 800 Guineas, to advance two 
Grains each bidding: Whereas the Dutch hart 
taken from us already the worth of chre 
Millions in Merchandize and Shipping; 
which may ſerve as a good Demonſtration 
| how notably we ſhall tame and humbk 
them, or our ſelves, if the War conti- 
ww 


ol. 


30. 


24. 8e. 
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Seventy five Royal Baſtards Boys and Girls, 
ſeveral more in the Paunch, valu'd at 50 
Guineas, to advance a Guinea each Bid- 
ding. 


07 the Papiſts, 


ntains all the Places and Offices of 
Command, turn'd out of Imployment by 
Land and Sea, which tho they were all worth G 
3000 l. per An. yet the quitted Imployments 
are ſcarce worth 300 l. per An. 2 thole to 
be abated at Diſcretion. ; 
Containing Bril and Fluſhing, and the whole 
Province of Zealand, worth ten Millions, a- 
bove two Millions our ſhare, yet put up at 
nine Nobles, nor that neither if France ſay 
no: to be advanc'd ten Groats a bidding. 
7. An excellent ſpick and ſpan new Act of 
Grace, pardoning the Cabals and Coiners of 
Farthings, valu'd according to its worth, and 
to advance at Pleaſure. 
3, Three Pieces of rich Royal Sodomy and 
Inceſt, curiouſly wrought by Madam Care- 
roll wells own hand, .valu'd at 8000 J. per Ar. to 
have advance 800 J. each bidding. 
bre: Two whole Pieces of new-faſhion'd para- 
ing doxes, the one to ſuppreſs Popery by the 
tion Deſtruction of the Proteſtant Intereſt abroad, 
nbe and the other to maintain Liberty by raiſing 
\nti- a Standing-Army at home, valu'd at 5000}. 
to advance with Diſcretion, 
30, Three Viols of rich-drawn Eſſence : the 
Ge. firſt Leigh's, Garraway's and Meere's Love 
(3 to 


82 
Lot. 


his Majeſty's Love to Fanaticks; all valud 


31. 


32. 


33. 


34. 


35+ 


36, 


Proteſtants, among whom are Sir Edw. S 


Royal Proclamation againſt the Papiſts, a 


near Leg before, but, abate that, ſound Wi 
and Limb, bought of my Lord Berk —y,a 


per Dozen, to advance 10001. each Bidding 


POEMS"m ol. 


to their Country: The ſecond the Ear] 
Angleſey's Love to Pregbytery : The laſt, 


their intrinſick Worth, 
Two new Speakers of the Houſe of Cy 

mons ; the firſt a Fool, the ſecond a Kn 

valu'd at fcarce worth the hanging, to 

vance a Halter each Bidding. 

Two Pots of round ſound and well-pick 


Sir Rob, Hol—s, the Marquiſs of W-— 
Col. Fitz-Ger — d, Col. L -, and moſt 
the Officers by Sea and Land, at 15 s. per f. 
to advance 5 5s. each Bidding. 
Containing the old ſolemn League and d 
venant, his Majeſty's Declaration from Br. 
with that of the 15th of March 1671, 


his raiſing the Bankers, with the preſent 
crament, valu'd together at five Groats. 
A new Set of Iriſh Whores, Heat in t 


back'd by Bab. May, at 1000 / to advan 
1000, each Bidding. | 

Four dozen of French Wenches, the 0 
half made by his Majeſty, to keep him rig! 
to the Proteſtant Religion, the other to i 
cline him to the Catholicks, manag'd by uf 
two Factions of the Cabal, valu'd at 7000 


Three good-natur'd, honeſt, plain Plet 
potentiaries, that were never guilty of ti 
horrible Art of Magick or Conjuring, ſent, 
convince the World, chiefly the French, til 

We 
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Fo: ad 7; - « IC 
we are all well-meaning People; and have no 
Plots nor Deſigns in our Undertakings, va- 
lu'd at five Farts and a half, to advance a 
Fart each Bidding. e TOP 
The Trade and Manufacture of the Kings 
dom, twice as good as the Land thereof, va- 
lu'd at a lumping Pennyworth, at 29 Millions, 
now to be fold for the tenth Penny, with con- 
ſiderable Abatement for each Bidding. © 


. aa * 0 RR —_—_—— ——— PR N * * 


— —„ 


Poft-ſcript of Books to be fold by 
Mr. Ogilby in White-Friers. 


Eventy four Articles of War, in large Impe- 
J rial Paper, tranſlated out of French by Sir Ne- 
ſity Ferkins, and by him preſented to his Majeſty. 
d {ſupply the Defect of the impotent inipanated 
An Charta, ard for the more expeditious Im- 
ovement of the Royal Art of hanging, draws 
dg and quartering, without the help of Juries. 
The Life and Death of the ever renowned and 
ot to be forgotten John Felton, written by mali- 
ous Mat. Clifford, and dedicated to his Grace the 
puke of Bucks. i | il 4 BY 
A learned and profound Treatiſe of the Black 
rt, with a plain and eaſy method how to conjure 3 
Written by Monſieur the extravagant Shepherd of 
t. Clou, for the particular Information of the 
eke of 1——z, and for as many of the Royal 
JW amily as love to conjure. | ; 
be Art of making Brick without Straw ; writ- 
Nea by Stephen Primate, the Lord Craver's 1 
. G 2 N RE 


84 POEMS om 
Of the burnt Buildings: wherein is ſhewn a che: 
eaſy and expeditious way for building any part 
the City whenever it ſhall be burnt again; 
tended for the Queen-Mother, but ſince dedie 
ted to his Catholick Highneſs the Duke of T- 
Articles of Agreement between Scaramon 
and the French Embaſſador, the Earl of Sund 
publiſh'd to convince the World he has not mi 
pent his time: Whereunto is added his Apoly 
for his giving place to the Princes of the Bloc 
and for his loſing 22000 l. at Play, which wast 
true reaſon of his Sickneſs, and of his negleCtit 
the Treaty of Cologne. 
The Travels of King C the Second, wi 
the witty Pranks of making Knights of the 
gends : Written by Toby Ruſtan, Hiſtoriograpla 
Royal. a 
A ſtrict Treaty between France and Eng 
being a factious Novel; written by his Grace ti 
Duke of Bucks at the French Camp at Hereſy 
July the 1 6th 1672. ſince turn'd into Heroick Ver 
y John Dryden, Poet Laureat, and now Koi 
by the Name of the Conqueſt of E- gland. 


K 


— 


His M's moft Gracious Speech to bl, þ 
Houſes of P—— +. ine 


My Lords and Gentlemen : 


1 Told you at our laſt Meeting, the Winter was tie 
fitteſt time for Buſineſs, and truly I thought e 
till my Lord Treaſurer aſſur'd me the Spring NAT. 
the beſt Seaſon for Sallads ang Subſidies: I he 


there 
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refore that April will not prove ſo unnatural a 
he lonth as not to afford ſome kind Showers on my 
rch'd Exchequer, which gapes for want of them. 
me of you perhaps will think it dangerous to 
ake me too rich; but I do not fear it, for I pro- 
iſe you faithfully, whatever you give me, I will 
Says want; and altho in other things my Word 
ay be thought a ſlender Authority, yet in that 
Su may rely upon me, I will neyer break ir. 
Iuy Lords and Gentlemen, I can bear my Straits 
With Patience; but my Lord-Treaſurer does pro- 
| to me, that the Revenue, as it now ſtands, will 
t ſerve him and me too; one of us muſt pinch 
r it if you do not bop me. I muſt ſpeak freely 
you, I am. under Circumſtances, for beſides 
y Harlots in Service, my Reformado Concubines 
heavy upon me. I have a paſlable good Eſtate 
onfeſs, but ( Guds-fiſh) I have a great Charge 
dont. Here's my Lord-Treaſurer can tell, that 
the Mony deſign'd for next Summer's Guarc's 
Put of neceſſity be apply'd to the next year's 
radles and Swaddling-Clothes. What ſhall we 
for Ships then? 1 hint this only to you, it being 
gur buſineſs not mine. I know by experience I 
in live without Ships; I liv'd ten years abroad 
ithout, and never had my Health better in my Life: 
ut how you will be without I leave to your 
wes to judg, and therefore hint this only by 
le by, I do not inſiſt upon it. There's another 
ung | muſt preſs more earneſtly, and that is this, 
ſeems a good part of my Revenue will expire 
two or three years, except you will be pleas d 
continue it. I have to fay for't, Pray why did 
as tou give me ſo much as you have done, unleſs 
ght ou reſolve to give on as faſt as I call for it? The 
go ation hates you * for giving ſo much, * 
of | 3 


there 
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il hate you tob if yon do not give me moi on 
fo that if you ſtick not to me,, you muſt not H 5. 
a Friend in England. On the other hand, if Me 
will give me the Revenue I deſire, 1 ſhall be able Heir 
do thoſe things for your Religion and Libeuf e 
that I have had long in my thoughts, but can ite 
effect them without a little more Mony to ca eue 
me through: Therefore look to't, and take n ndl 
tice, that if you do not make me rich enough uth 
undo you, it ſhall lie at your doors; for my pl 
I waſh my hands on'r. But that I may gain ya ord 
good Opinion, the beſt way is to acquaint Mut 
what I have done to deſerve it out of my RH er 
Care for your Religion and your Property. . 2 
the firſt, my Proclamation 1s a true Picture of m out 
Mind: He that cannot, as in a Glaſs, ſee my r! 
for the Church of England, does not deſerve ai" 
farther Satisfaction, for I declare him wilful, av" 
minable, and not good. Some may perhaps 

ſtartled and cry How comes this ſndda*" 
Change? To which 1 anſwer, Lam a Changeling, 
and that's fufficient I think. But to convince Mn 
farther that l mean what I ſay, there are thi nd 
Arguments. * 
Firſt, I tell you ſo, and you know I never brei. 
my World. ln | 
Secondly, My Lord Treafurer ſays ſo, and Y“ 
never told Lie in his Life. | 
* Thirdly, My Lord Laud——le will undertake M 
for me, and I ſhould be loth by any Act of min" 
he ſhould forfeit the Credit he has with you. | -% 
you delire- more Inſtances of my Zeal, I have le 
for you. For Example, I have converted my Na! 
tural Sons from Popery; and I may ſay withol l 
Vanity, it was my own Work, ſo much the mor; | h 
peculiarly mine than the begetting them. "Foul 1 
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ones Heart good to hear how prettily George 
1 read already in the Pſalter. They are all 
e Children, God bleſs ?em, and ſo like me in 
ir Underſtandings.— But, as 1 was ſaying, 1 
ye to pleaſe you given a Penſion to your Fa- 
rite my Lord Laud— le; not ſo much that 1 
ought he wanted it, as that you would take it 
ndly. I have made Carwel Dutcheſs of Portſ- 
wth, and marry'd her Siſter to the Earl of 
ke. I have at my Brother's requeſt ſent my 
ord Inchequin into Barbary, to ſettle the Prote- 
ant Religion among the doors, and an Engliſh 
tereſt at Tangier, I have made C- Bilhop of 
durbam, and, at the firſt word of my Lady Port/- 
outh, Prideaux Biſhop of Chichefter. I know not 
or my part what factious Men would have; but 
is Jam ſure of, my Predeceſſors never did any 
hing like this to gain the good-will of their Sub- 
ts. So much for your Religion, and now for 
our Property. 
My Behaviour to the Bankers is a publick In- 
ance, and the Proceedings between Mrs. Hyde 
nd Mrs. Sutton, for private ones, are ſuch con- 
incing Evidences, that *twill be needleſs to lay 
Iny more to't. | | 
| muſt now acquaint you, that by my Lord 
reaſurer's Advice | have made a conſiderable Re- 
renchment upon my Expences in Candles and 
geil harcoal, and do not intend to ſtop there; but 
mini, with your help, look into the late Embezel- 
1. Weents of my Dripping-pans and Kitchin-ſtuff; of 
- hich, by the way, upon my Confcience, neither 
y Na" Lord Treaſurer, nor my Lord LaudA — le arg 
ſthoueuilty. I tell you my Opinion, but if you ſhould 
mound them dabling in that buſineſs; 1-tell you plain- 
> I leave em to you; for 1 would have the 
6 4 | World 


nd! 


88 POEMS on 


World to know I am not a Man to be cheated, 

My Lords and Gentlemen, I deſire you toh 
lieve me as you have found me; and I do folemiWr ſh 
promiſe you, that whatſoever you give me ſhal\MWr w 
ſpecially manag'd with the ſame Conduct, Tu 
Sincerity and Prudence that I have ever pra 
ſince my happy Reſtoration. 


ol. 
hat 


> ai... 4. a — 


The Character. 


2 Lords and Commons having had thi 
( Doon 
The baniſh'd Romans now ſupply their room; 
And in full Herds they publickly appear, 
Bearding both Proteſtant and Presbyter. 
Yet do not ſo reſent the foul] Affront, 
To take up Arms, and make Rebellion on't: 
Nor do not {leep, but by the Drum and Fife, 
To keep thy Throat from bloody Jeſuits Knife: 
Tho Murder be in us a bloody Fact, 
In holy Priefts it is a holy Act. 
If prieſt and Knife be conſecrated then, 
By Blood and Maſſacre they Heaven win; 
While we poor Souls! are damn'd for the fameSin. 
Who would not be a ſacred Prieſt to Rome, 
Since they can ſave or give eternal Doom ? 
Make Virtue damn'd, and meritorious Vice 
They ſnatch'd from Hell, and ſent to Paradiſe. 
And more to confirm their farther Glory, 
They call and take a touch in Purgatory. 
Now that the Bugbear Parliament 1s fled, 
Bold were the Man durſt ſay that Godfrey's dead: 


1 hal 


hat i'th' Queen's Slaughter-houſe bis Blood was 
( ſhed, 


{i 
ON 
mi: he conſent to have him murdered, 
Ar who dares ſay the Temple was on fire, 
Wy the contrivance of ſome Prieſt or Fry*r ? 
o burn Commiſſions hid in Langhorn's Room, 
ro blind the Plot, and clear the Lords of Rome. 
) Parliament moſt weak, that could'ſt not ſee, 
T'by ſelf diſſolv'd by thy own Treachery ! 
ontending with thy King, his Laws and Pow'r, 
ntrenching ons Prerogative cach hour 
lying i'th Face of his Supremacy, 
Vith ſawcy Privilege and Liberty, 
ad ever Men ſuch reaſon to comply, 
hen ev'n the Nation's Ruin is ſo nigh ? 
Had you been wiſe, and given the King a Sum, 
You might have had your ſwinge at bloody Rome. 
Finding no Coin, we cannot find the Plot; 
 WThe Jeſuits have the Bag, and fo 'tis not. 
he Prieſt quick-ſighted wiſely did the Feat, 
e, Made thee thus little, and himſelf thus great; 
fe: ¶ And well he might, when Tork was in the Cheat. > 
The Serpent's Seed is now abroad agen, 
Great Hell's Long Parliament is rais'd from's Den, 
To teach young, Colt his black Rebellion, 
e form'd and begot by the old damn'd Stallion, 
din. Whoſe pregnant Iſſue's quick and nimble Sence 
| Exactly copies the Sire's Impudence ; 
Treading his Steps with full and violent Force, 
Flies in the Face of Majeſty in courſe : 
The young out-throws the old at leaſt a Bar, 
for he but only *gainſt the King made War. 
This ſtart-up Bold in big and thund'ring Words, 
I beards both the King, his Biſhops, and his Lords, 
ad: ¶ And would aſſume at once, and at one hour, 
Ine Royal Office, and the Sovereign Pow'r. 
Thy | D=by's 
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D—by's the firſt ſhall to the Slaughter go, 

*Tis, we, the Commons, do command it fo. 

As King and Peers were Shepherds in the State, 
And they the only Figures of Debate. 

Traitor and Parliament do ſeem two Things, 
But equal is the venom of their Stings. 


Againſt Prerogative they plead 8 dea 

That fatal By- blow with a double Edg, 

The Pride o'th Parliament, the Countr ys Pledg; 57 

By which they'r jilted, and ne'er thought a Curſe Y il 

The Commons and the Countries tender Nurſe; Mac 

And for their Health they let em Blood i N W 
( Purſe 

You call t' account what Men with Mony have 0 
(done: 

Let me ask you where all your Wiſdom's gone ? tb 

"Tis plain to Foreign Monarchs you have none. 


Where is it then? with you *twas left in truſt; 
Come you to th' Bar, and prove if you are jult. 
The Court has ſworn it ne?re ſhall barbour there, 


Wiſdom's a Burden fit for Beaſts to bear: 

The City does not value it th' leaſt, U 
Becauſe ĩt does not bring them Intereſt. Fre 
The Clergy are ſo full, ſo ſtuff d with Grace, 

There is no room for Wiſdom i in that Place. Fr 


The Lawyers have ſuch knaviſh Quirks & Tricks, pr 
That Wiſdom ſcorns with ſuch baſe Droſs to mix: A. 
By ſearch we've found what Perſon ler is pals, 


It was exhauſted as the Treaſure was. Fr 
The Chancellor has confeſs' d, with much ado, * 
It was embezel'd in a Speech or two. Fr 
Tb infatuated fews, their Senſe being gone,) 

Make War among themſelves, and ſtill fought on, Fr 
Till ney f were NN by Kaffee ian. In 


| | | 
_ 5 1 
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o you fall out like ſenſeleſs Stones and Stocks, 
lying at each other ev'n like Dogs at Cocks: 
To ſatisfy your Pride you ſplit on Rocks, 

ou ve made a Vote, the Land will arm the Sea, 
-cauſe the King and Peers will not obey; 
our Engine Chiv'rell, has (er forth in brief, 
Reaſons why you ought to command in chief. 
Your Pride obſtructs your Great Affair each Hour, 
By your too ſawcy Privilege and Power. 
n ſhort, your renown'd Character is this: 
\ Curſe you're to the Nation, not a Bliſs. 

he Houſe of Commons is the Rabble's God, 
he Courtiers Scourge, the Biſhops Iron Rod? © 
| he Lords Vexation, and the King's by —. 5 
? 


l The D. of B's Litany. 


| ka a proud ſenſual Atheiſtical Life; 
From arming our Lackeys with Piſtol & Knife; 
From murd' ring the Husband, & whoring the Wife, 
Libera nos Domine. 
From going Ambaſſador only as Pamders; 
„from re. killing dead Kings by monſtrous Slanders, 
And betraying the Living in Scotland and Flanders, 
f Libera nos, &c. 
From a wild rambling no-where Abode, 
Without Day or Night, not at Home nor Abroad; 
From a Prince to unhorſe us in Dover Road, 
| = Libera nos, &c. 
2( I from crowning the Herſe of our Babe of Adultery, 
Interr'd among Kings by a Lord of the Prelacy, 
Whom we got caſhier?d for carnal Arſery, 
30 Libera nos, &c. 
From 
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From ſelling Land, twice ten Thouſand a Year; 6) 

All ſpent, no Mortal can tell how, or where; 

From reforming of Kingdoms like a ſanctifyꝰd Peer 
Libera nos, & 

From monſtrous ſucking, till both Tongues han 

: ( bliſter'g, 

From making our Boaſt of giving three Glyſterz, 

By giving our Claps to three cheated Siſters, il 
Libera nos, & 

From tranſpoſing Nature on our Bongars, 

On Xynafton acting both Venus and Mars, 

From owning twenty other mens Farce, 

, Libera nos, & 
From wretched Paſquils 'gainſt Shadwel & Dryden 
From caſting Nativities with Learned Heyden, 
And caſting of Dollars at Antwerp and Leyden, 

Libera nos, &t. 
From trembling at Sea, when not a Gun roar'd, 
And then ſtealing on Shore by breaking our Word, 
With D— if ever you catch me on Board, Fro 
3 Libera nos, &c. þ 
From being ſtill cheated by the ſame Undertakers, 
By Levellers,Bawds,Saints, Chymiſts, and Quakers, Wo 
Who make us Gold-finders, and themſelves Gold- pre 
| (makers, Wa, 
Libera nos, &. | 
From damning whatever we don't underſtand ; 
From purchaſing at Dowgate,and ſelling the Strand I pre 
From calling Streets by our Name, when we have An 
ſold the Land, Fre 
Libera not, &c. 
From borrowing our ownHouſe to feaſt Scholars ili; — 
And then be unchancellor'd againſt our Will, 4 
Nought left of a College, but our College-hill, 
Libera nos, &c. 


From 
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tom judging the Judges in a ſenſeleſs Speech; 
com following Sh-—— that wriggling Leech, 
Weccauſe by turns both — the ſame Bitch, 
| Libera nos, &c. 
rom mortally hating all thoſe that love us; 
rom mimical acting all thoſe above us, 
ill our Maſter at laſt is forc'd to remove ue, 
&. BEL Libera nos, &c. 
rom cringing to thoſe we ſcorn and contemn, 
n hopes to be made the Citizens Gem, 
ho now ſcorn us more than we cer did them, 
Libera nos, &c. 
tom beginning an execrable trayt'rous Health, 
odeſtroy the Parliamenr, King, and himſelf, 
o be made Ducal Peer of a new Commonwealth, 
Libera nos, &c. 
From changing old Friends for raſcally new ones ; 
orch rom taking Wildman and Marvel for true ones; 
From wearing green Ribbans *gainſt him gave us 
&c. blue ones, 
rs, | Libera nos, &c. 
cr, From lodging at Court before we are ſent for; 
old. WFrom ſelling ſix Palaces for leſs than they rent for, 
ers And buying | three Hillocks for the three Kings 
SB of Brentford, 
13 | Libera nos, &c. 
a From learning new Morals from Bedlam Sir Payten, 
ae And Truth and Modeſty from Sir Ellis Layton; 
From making our Heirs to be Morrice and Clayton, 


Kc. Libera nos Domine. 

SW — ied 
+ Sion-Hill, College-Hill, and Clifton-Hill, 

&c. 


Conte 


rom 
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— — — — 


(ontroverſial Letters between a ſuppus| 1 
Atheiſt, and J. D. Miniſter of — 


in Surrey. 


IR John, for ſo in times preceding 
All Prieſts were call'd, I find by reading: 

I wonder what a Plague's the Reaſon, 
That you are given ſo to Leaſing ; 
For when at Tavern you forſook me, 
You ſaid, you'd come agen to look me; 
And yet you never made appearance, 
According to my old Experience. 
I truſted you, becauſe a Parſon, 
But ſuch a one, I fay, my A-—on; 
Neither to bring thy Snout nor Purſe in, 
G-—, you are hardly worth the curſing, 
is ſtrange that you, whoſe Zeal's ſo hot, 
Should break your Word for I know not what; 
When l, in whom but ſmall Zeal known is, 
Still keep my Word cum viris bonis. 
Such whoſe Throats whole Bumpers {wallow, 
As if they were made glib with Tallow : 
And could thy Glaſs ſo ſoon be empty, 
Thou need it not preach while I tell twenty: 
For you by Meaſure tell your Tale, 
As well as Tapſter ſells his Ale: 
But he, ſly Rogue ! has got a trick, 


To cheat Mankind with Froth and Nic. Ine. 
And why mayn't you, now he has taught ye, Ane 
By half the Glaſs inſtru the Naughty? We 

(zly 


Fe 
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ew words are beſt, the Preacher tells you, 
Tris Pride that to ſo many ſwells you: 
And there's a word, be ſure you ſcape it, 
iz, Loquitur qui panca ſapit, 
But NOW 
would relate ſome pleaſant Paſſages, 
ould I but mix my Lines like Sauſages ; 
and hang 'em fo to one another, 
hat one might be drawn in by t'other. 
et come, PII venture at em bolder, 
And bring em in by head and ſhoulder. 
As Debtor often is by Bayly, 
3ecauſe he does of Payment fail you. 
And thus have at it: Mrs. Mary, 
ho us'd to be ſo coy and wary, 
5 marry'd, mauger her Ambition, 
o one whoſe beſt Name is Muſician. 
But Truth to tell, and ſolve the Riddle, 
is one that lives, Jack, by his Fiddle. 
hich when I heard, I went to viſit her, 
About old Stories to ſolicit her: 
And offer'd her a Gown, or fo Sir, 
o manage her; but ſhe cry d, No Sir. 
ho in few days, when Gold was tender d, 
ind Rogue! ſhe quietly ſurrender'd. 
Almighty Gold! that has no Equal, 
As you will find, Jack, by the Sequel, 
l forc'd the Fidler to adminiſter 
His Wife to me, by means moſt ſiniſter : 
ay more, to make our Joys ſublime, 
He play'd, while we in Bed kept Time, 
ind when we had enough oth” Fiddle, 5 


N 
058 


Hecame to Bed, which ſeems a Riddle, 
And ſtill his Wife lay in the middle. 
Nas not this rare Life, void of Sorrow? 
F Cie it me, tho I die to morrow. 
ef But 
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But you for length of days make Pray'r 
Tho they be fill'd with Grief and Care. 
When I in one Week, Jack, do live 
More than thy Life- time can retrieve. 
Is't not a tireſom piece of Nonſenſe 

To talk of Heav'n, of Hell and Conſcience, 
Words only feign'd to help the Law 

To keep the Multitude in aw. 
Would it not make one mad to ſee 

How damnably you diſagree ? 

To think how much you Prieſts do vary ? 
The Catholick ſays Ave- Mary. 

The Engliſh Churchman does refuſe it, il | 
And the damn'd Puritan abuſe it, 
Thus you have differently diſplay'd 
Religion in Maſquerade, * 
And live by it as by a Trade. 

This Talk perhaps you ſtrange will think, 
But now Pm call'd away to drink, 
And have no leiſure to excuſe it, Vhi 
Therefore I pray once more peruſe it. 
And if you find a Thought too bold is, 
Tell it your Friend 4. 0. 


— ꝶ— — 


Second LETTER. 
The Parſon's Anſwer. 


Alex. L OR your ungodly Letter 
; I muſt confeſs I am your Debtor 3 

Which l've oblig'd my ſelf to anſwer, 

To keep you from the Devil your Grandſire. 

Then be not angry I beſeech you, 

If better I pretend to teach you. 


en PIT 


ea 
il 


And 
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nd now to turn you Arſs-verſce, 

or which I ſcarce expect Gramercy, 

ou know much better than you mention 

f Prieſts the damnable Diſſenſion; 

hich I perceive ſo much affects you, 

hat to meer Atheiſm it directs you. 
Pit know, thou Man of Maggot gentle, 

by Time and Humours are both ſpent ill; 

ith W heedles ftriving to cajole 

hy Reaſon, and to damn thy Soul. 

or tho ſo much we diſagree, 

et all believe a Deity: 
or doubt we of Heav'n, Hell or Conſcience, 
Al which you creat as downright Nonſenſe. 
nd you would force your felf to credit, 
eerly becauſe your ſelf has ſaid it. 
Dr may be you have been too bold in 
Pleaſures, you're loth to be controul'd in; 
and fo are willing to be thinking 
There is no Heav'n but Punch and Drinking: 
Vhich if you thought a Hell attending, 
ou would no doubt full ſoon be mending. 
This will, becauſe ?cis void of ranting, 
\ppear t0 you a ſort of Canting 
Aa by your. Maggot Inſtigation, 
Lo ſcorn us give you freſh Occaſion ; 
dince | better do defend 
Choſe Truths which I to teach pretend. 
but let it paſs; Judg what you will on'c, 
m ſtill reſoly'd not to be plent. 
hink then, dear Friend, if you to morrow 
ere to return the Breath you borrow, boy . 
ould you with Reſolution mighty 7 


eave all. thoſe Follies that delight you, 
ithout a a thought chat might affright you? 


H Then 


And 
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Then when your Soul goes to inherit 
Rewards, your Actions juſtly merit; 
And has a Proſpect, tho too late, 

Of what muſt ever be its Fate; 
Condemn'd in the ſame Fleſh to find 
Pains for the Pleaſures left behind: 
Juſtly they're both alike tormented, 
Cauſe both on Earth alike conſented. 
Dear Rogue, believe now Pm ſerious 
In what I ſay, there's nothing various. 
But grant it were not ſo, yet ſurely 

It were but dying more ſecurely. 
Bclieve 1t then, leſt you ſhould know 
By tad Experience it is fo. 

And now to ſhew you [I'll not ſpare you, 
I will proceed to Mrs. Mary; 

W boſe eaſy Conqueſt you repeated, 
As if you had all Hell defeated. 

A pleaſant Victory to brag on! 

Did ſhe engage you like a Dragon, 


With Sting in Tail, prepar'd with Poiſon ? 


Why this you might have made a noiſe on : 
But ſince ſhe was no more than Woman, 
The Victory methinks is common. 

But firſt of me you are complaining, 
Becauſe I was from you abſtaining 

And urge my Promiſe to come to you, 
Which you could ne'er expect. 
Since you were ſatisfy'd I knew you, 

For had I come, —— 

My Noſe had ne&er been made a Bridg on, 
And then be ſure good night Religion. 
Reſtleſs wead roul'd from Crown to Mitre, 


Till Paunch had made our Purſe the lighter; 


And till we had in Circulation 4 
Been drunk with all the Wines in faſhion. 


And 


And 
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nd thus more in one Week you live, 
han all my Life-time ſhall receive: 
et be advis'd, — 
gd let no more your Follies guide you, 

ut truſt your Friend and Servant, F. D, 


99 


_— 
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Third LETTER. 
To the Parſon. 


Parſon 7 


Hat makes thee thus like filly Widgeon 
Debauch Burleſque with dull Religion ? 
oft think, thou Coxcomb with a murrain, 
was made for thee to keep a ſtir in? 
hat *twas deſignꝰd for thee to prate on, 
nd tell us Tales of dirty Satan? 
ow P—, upon thee, paultry Parſon, 
hou'ſt writ me word of true ſence ſcarce one: 
It not to turn you topſy turvy, 
s my Epiſtle you do ſcurvy ; 
have beyond what you expected, 
0 you in this my Thanks directed : 
he care you take to ſave my Spirit, 
o leſs acknowledgment does merit. 
t O thou Man in Goſpel skilful, 
hou talk*ſt to me as bold and wiltui, 
$to the godly Wife of Farmer, 
hen with thy noiſe thou meanꝰſt to charm her. 
it know, thou Heav'nly pettifogger, 
eſe will not fink into my Logger 


H 2 Vor 
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Then when your Soul goes to inherit 
Rewards, your Actions juſtly merit; 
And has a Proſpect, tho too late, 

Of what muſt ever be its Fate; 
Condemn'd in the ſame Fleſh to find 
Pains for the Pleaſures left behind : 

Juſtly they're both alike tormented, 
Cauſe both on Earth alike conſented. 
Dear Rogue, believe now Pm ſerious 

In what I ſay, there's nothing various. 
But grant it were not ſo, yet ſurely 

It were but dying more ſecurely. 

Believe it then, leſt you ſhould know 

By tad Experience it is ſo. 
And now to ſhew you I'll not ſpare you, 

I will proceed to Mrs. Mary; 
Whoſe eaſy Conqueſt you repeated, 

As if you had all Heli defeated. 

A pleaſant Victory to brag on! 

Did ſhe engage you like a Dragon, 
With Sting in Tail, prepar'd with Poiſon ? 
Why this you might have made a noiſe on : 
But ſince ſhe was no more than Woman, 
The Victory methinks is common. 

But firſt of me you are complaining, 
Becauſe I was from you abſtaining ; 

And urge my Promiſe to come to you, 
Which you could ne*er expect. 
Since you were ſatisfy'd I knew you, 

For had I come, — — — _ 

My Noſe had ne'er been made a Bridg on, 
And then be ſure good night Religion. 
Reſtleſs we?ad roul'd from Crown to Mitre, 
Till Paunch had made our Purſe the lighter 3 
And till we had in Circulation 7 

Been drunk with all the Wines in faſhion. 


ol 


nd 
har 


And 
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nd thus more in one Week you live, 
han all my Life-time ſhall receive: 
et be ad vis'd. 
gd let no more your Follies guide you, 

ut truſt your Friend and Servant, . D. 


2 


Third LETTER. 
To the Parſon. 


Par ſon; 


Hat makes thee thus like filly Widgeon 
Debauch Burleſque with dull Religion ? 

oſt think, thou Coxcomb with a murrain, 
was made for thee to keep a ſtir in? 

hat *twas deſign'd for thee to prate on, 

nd tell us Tales of dirty Satan? 

ow P—, upon thee, paultry Parſon, 

hou'ſt writ me word of true ſence ſcarce one. 

it not to turn you topſy turvy, 

5 my Epiſtle you do ſcurvy ; 

ave beyond what you expected, 

0 you in this my Thanks directed: 

he care you take to ſave my Spirit, 

o leſs acknowledgment does merit. 

tO thou Man in Goſpel skilful, 

lou talk ſt ro me as bold and wilful, 

$ to the godly Wife of Farmer, 

hen with thy noiſe thou meanꝰſt to charm her. 

t know, thou Heav'nly Pettitogger, 

eſe will not fink into my Logger 


H 2 Von 
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You know my meaning by my mumping, 
For good Wits ever willing be jumping, 
And Parſons Pulpit-Cuſhions thumping, 
It lays more weight upon the Senterice, 
And heckors FOLKS 1 into Repentance, 

And truth is, i humps are much more weight] 
Than «ny toing that they can ſay to you, 
And I belicve turn many Sinners, 

Eſpecially it young beginners. 

Bar Prieſt, thou know'lt it, Pm an old one 
In Vice, as thou ſay'ſt, and a bold one. 
Why ſhould'ſt thou hope then to abuſe me, 
And to meer Godlineſs ſeduce me? 

Lord! woai a Queſtion too wert ſtarting ! 
Vou bid me think my ſelf departing. 

Then ask me if no thought would fright me: 
Ves faith! it plaguily would ſpight me 

To lea: e this Life that does delight me. 

My Aud would think it much uneven, 
Should | relinquiſh her for Heaven, 

Since ſhe tor me has that neglected : 

You ſee how much, Fack, I'm reſpected ; 
But why did'tt wiſh her Tail inſected? 
Thou doſt becauſe I have her cock-ſure, 
Deſire that ſhe may get the Pox ſure. 

ut let that paſs, and hear how neatly 

You preach to me a Deviliſh great Lie. 

Thy Soul, dear Friend, O have a care on't, 
ill feel ſtrange Pains in Hell I warrant, 
Becaule ſhe lets thy Fleſh controul her, 

And on a bawdy Wench cajole her : 

For which thy Fleſh too ſhall know Sorrows, IE 
And bear a part in th'Helliſn Chorus. 
This is your Hell, you tell me whining 3 
Now hear how *tis of my defining: 
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ere ſhall ſome little huffing Demon, 
Whom you, "tis like, did never dream on, 
tho you were the greateſt Bully, | 
tfalle Dice on you, as on Cully. 
here if you goa Wench to pick up, 
kr; Wo ſhall be plagu'd with ſuch a Hickup, 
hat for your Blood you ſhall nor utter 
ne word of Senſe to make her fourre, 
tif by chance you be ſoh2ppy. 
e W& ſacred D'averant's Noſe [he&l clap you; 
nd for your Wine, drink little or much on't, 
he deviliſh Quality is ſach on't, 
hat 't ill recal thoſe Pleaſures paſt, 
{ which you ne'er again ſhall taſte; 
will make you talk of Friend and Miſtreſs, 
id lead you into plagny Diſtreſs : 
is full of Brimſtone, Tartar, Lime, 
s always rack'd, and never fine; 
nd tho it ſtill provoke your loathing, 
his either you mult drink, or nothing. 
hus [ have told you my Opinion, 
f ſooty Belzebub's Dominion: 
t you would ſtretch my Fairh's Dimenſion, 
o credit Hell of your Invention, 
nd counſel] me to live demurely, 
hat I may die the more ſecurely. 
t doſt thou think I'll balk the Humour, 
cauſe of thirſty helliſh Rumour ? 
o more, good John, for all your lying, 
* is no Hell but that of dying: 
eſs 
Men, and ſuch 1 hope but few are, 
hat do believe thy Stories true are: 
ch may indeed be ſtrangely pond'ring 
ſome {ad place to which they're wand'cing, 


NS, 
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And faith, methinks, thou ſhouldſt not ſleep wel 
For thus diſtracting ſilly People. 


1 know this Letter will inſpire eaſ 
Your Thoughts with a moſt zealous Fire, or \ 
And you will {ſtill at Rhyme be nibling, eal 
And plague me daily with your Scribling, Does 
Till I am forc'd to ſay, controul'd lies, i 
Your Servant A. O. tan 


5 —— 


The Fourth LETTER. 
In Anſwer to the former. 


Dear Friend, 

Y OUR Letter I with grief peruſed, 

Finding therein Heav'n and your ſelf abuſe 
Which yet J hope is rather the Effect 
Of Humour, than of either a Neglect. 
However, leſt it may too aptly find 
A real Entertainment in your Mind, 
have once more endeavour'd to revive 
Reaſon, that may incite you to believe. 
But firſt your timely Caution l' commend, Ind 


1'l! file you leſs a Satyriſt than Friend. Yo! 
For "tis prepoſterous to dreſs, and ſay Int 
Matters ſo ſerious, in a ſtile ſo gay: AS 
It robs them of their Weight and their Eſtecm, Io 
Men waking {corn the Terrors of a Dream. W: 
So becauſe I did great Concerns expreſs I 
In too light Meaſures, they to you ſeem'd leſs. WW 
But now an apter Style I chuſe to ſhow, De 
How little you to your great Reaſon owe. Te 


Reaſo! 
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weleaſon, that's lent you for a better end, 

han thus its Sacred Author to offend. 

eaſon that did againſt it ſelf diſpute, 

or which my Reaſon I would yours confute. 
Reaſon, that like a bale and cunning Enemy, 
Does Faith in th' Art, not ſtrength of Mind defy : 
hy generous Faith, in parley much too weak, 
tands fair to all the Blows its Force can make. 
Theſe mighty Rivals for thy Soul diſpute, 
ze valiant and reject bold Reaſon's Suit; 

hat but an earthly Pleaſure does propoſe, 

his heav'nly Joys which you ſhall never loſe. 
ay, if you can, who was't before your Birth 

hat gave you Life, or who ?twas made the Earth 
f all things, as you ſay, of Nature be, 
hen you of Nature make a Deity. 
ah! miſerable wilful Ignorance, 
hus to a God a Notion to advance. 
uſes Holy Writ ſo mean in your eſteem, 
hat you no more regard it than a Dream ? 
an you contemn its juſt Authority, 
Rejecting all its Offers as a Lie ? 
Vhy ſhould you think an honeſt harmleſs Prieſt 
hould thus deſign to lead you in a Miſt ? 
Were there no God, why ſhould not he, like you, 
Indulge himſelf in ſinful Pleaſures too ? 
You think, perhaps, his dull Capacity, 5 


In fight of Reaſon, cannot ſoar ſo high, 
As to confirm him in his Sophiſtry. 

em, Does all the Learned World, but your good Sect, 
Wander in Paths to Truth moſt indirect? 
Im of opinion, you as probably 

ſs. May err, as thoſe that own a Deity. 
Does your proud Maggot ſo abuſe your Senſe, 
To make you think ours but a weak Pretence ? 


eaſol . Aud. 
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And only yours the mighty Argument? by 
For ſhame, of ſo unjuſt a Pride repent. rds 
If dull Religion, as you call it, be 

A Cheat, what need the Actors diſagree ? 
Wat need they different Opinions frame, Yr VC 
When they by one alone might reach the ſame? Dat 
You'd not care how, ſo you did win the Game, 
Strange Light of Nature, which your Will dired 
Nothing to ſee, but what your Light affects. 
But now I'm thinking of the Hell you made; 
Ah! to what future Grief you are betray'd ? 
To this, I fancy, with ſome ſmall amends, 
You, as to Heav'n. will recommend your Friend 

Let but the Wine be good, and Gaming ſquare, NN 
You'd not repine to live for ever there. 
And let the Miſs be ſound, and 'tis compleat, {Wor | 
Theſe would to you be Joys divinely ſweet. ron 
You'd with thoſe ſenſual Pleaſures ever laſt, 
And fear Eternity made too much haſte. 
The old Eliſium would be too ſevere, | is 
There drinking is not A la- mode l fear; 
But Mahoinei's Paradiſe comes very near. 
Howe'er it be, pray God you be ſo wiſe, 0⁰ 
To keep your ſeit out of Fools Paradiſe; 
There, I'm afraid, your ſelf at laſt you li find, 
Lead on by Reaſon, that blind Guide o'th' Mind. 
Thro Labyrinths of Thought, and envious Wan 
It will conduct you to the fatal Place, 


And leave you there | n 
Naked to Shame, to Horror, and Amaze. J 
O then, from ſuch Idolatry refrain, K 
To worſhip the Chimeras of your Brain. Ur 
Make not your Faith your Reaſon's Sacrilice, 9 
V/hich only does prevail in Fallacies. | f 
Thus you the Deity the Victim make, | 


And for the God the Sarrifice miſtake. 


t 
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by Rebellion Subjects oft become 
rds of their Monatch, and pronounce his Doom 
Reaſon, to your wicked Nature join'd, 
bels gainſt Faith, whoſe Slave it was deſign'd. 
r your own ſake theſe faral Errors mend. 
” aby your Penitence make glad your Friend, 
e 
ire 


=. Q—ͤ— — 


The Fifth LETTER. 


tend; 

ire, N compliance to you, doll ſerious Maggot, 
Another kind of Stile you ſee I ha' got: 

or [ have chang'd my Meaſure, learned Stoick, 

rom plain Burleſque, into Burleſque Heroick : 

And all I gather can from thy Diſcourſe 

„ prithee Friend be ſober, and wear Whiskers ; 

r ſomething to that purpoſe not worth minding, 

o more than Straw or Cherry-ſtones wcrth find- 

| = (ing. 

ou firſt begin to tell me how you're peſter?d, a 

To think my Soul ſhould with ſuch Skin be feſter'd. 

\nd truly, Parſon John, I take*t unkindly 

That you would have me led about fo blindly ; 

Denying me the bleſſed uſe of Reaſon, 

Tis on this Ground you build this pious Treaſon. 

\nd could you once deprive me of that Engine, 

quickly might believe all ſaid by Sir Fobr ; 

herefore, l think, youꝰad e en beſt take it from me, 

Ur I much doubt you'll never overcome me. 

gut how that muſt be done I can't imagine; 

o Faith, I know no way that you may fudg in, 

nleſs by means unlawful and uncivil, 

bj ſending wye too early to the Devil. 


Vajs 


1 


But, 
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But, prithee, what ith' Name of — urges Wc 
Thee, thus to huff at Reaſon like a Burgeſs? {Wire 
And to no more effect than brutiſk Zealot, 
Led on by Faith — . — ut 
Reviles the Stage and Taverns that we reel at, Nad 
Alas, poor Reaſon ! he has baniſh'd thee ; Fon 
So thou, and not in vain, repairs't to me. 
For I'll in thy defence be very furious, 
But firſt of thy Diſgrace the Cauſe allure us. 
Did'ſt thou rebel *gainlt Faith, and jeer the Squi 
Or did ſt thou tell him plainly, that he was a Liz 
Or did'ſt thou elſe his Naked neſs expoſe, 
Both to the ſight of Eye, and ſcent of Noſe? 
Or, prithee, teil me, let me know all truly, 
And l'll redreſs thy Grievances as duly. _ 
He tells Mr. Parſon, that in good faith and footh, 
Reaſon and himſelf were at it Nail and Tooth, 
And that at laſt the Squire Faith aroſe, 
And kick'd him; ſo they went from words to blos 
Reaſon too quick 
Laid Faith upon his Back, and 1a the fall 
Tore his long Garment, and diſcover d all 
Between his Legs, that on it was before on; 
The firſt thing Reaſon ſaw was Mah mers Alcora 
On his left Leg Aaron, like Corps embalmed ; 
In Robes of Parchment hung the Fewiſh Talmud; 
And next within the right ſide of his Veſtment, Wy: 
In a large fair Print was a Greek Teſt ment. Re 
Many and various were the Gloſſes on it; 90 
And ſome to this, and ſome to that vail Bonnet. Nor 
And bout this Book, like Fools, hung to be diy Re 
| (chen wi 
Millions of Oaphs whom Faith had lily ty'd there w 
Who by ſo ſmall a Thred were link'd to Saviouf 
That you would think them bound to good beta T} 


Which they ne'er had nor knew. bow 
hel 
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's {heſe ſhew'd thePaint which they were dreſt ſo rich 
S! Mike Hen and Chicken hanging in a Kitchin. (in, 
eaſon was going to look on one more nearly ; 
ut Faith repuls'd him with his Foot ſeverely : 
at. ud preſently roar'd out for you t aſſiſt him; 8 


ou came, and ſaw Faith down 

o would not Reaſon hear, but ſtrait diſmiſs'd him. 
ow the Diſcourſe on which began the Quarrel, 
Vas this : Faith ſwore 5 
e Tun of Heidelberg was but a Barrel. : 
Li eaſon had often ſeen't, and help'd to make it; 
ow Faith did only upon hearſay take it. 

Then had not Reaſon cauſe to contradict him, 

s he declar'd he did, for which Faith kick'd him? 
eaſon abus'd by you, me Guardian choſe, 
Reſolv'd no longer to be led by th' Noſe, 

y Fables of Faith's making. | 
t ſeems before they*ad had another bout, 

Cauſe Reaſon could not make Faith's Story out : 
or Faith was telling of one Sampſon, who ; 


\ Thouſand with an Aſſes Jaw-bone ſlew ; 

hich Reaſon vowꝰ'd he ne'r could think was true. 
bus you may ſee they*ve many bickerings had, 
nough to make my Friend, good Reaſon, mad; 
But that he now no more with Faith will dwell, 
Who kept him long in awe with Tales of Hell. 
Ut, WBut from thoſe needleſs fears, and him Jet; © 


Reaſon for ſakes him quite, makes him a Jeſt ; 

do that of Conſequence he muſt turn Bealt, 

Or ſomething Monſtrous, as he was before. 

Reaſon refin*d his Senſe 3 and now no more 6 

Will ought but pious Fools irrational Faith adore. 

With ſenſleſs Vulgar now he muſt take up his - 
ters, 

they will do him che honour to be torn his Martyrs. 


As 
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As heretofore in Smithfield People periſh'd, 
For a mere darling Whimſey, which they cheriſh! 


Had an ah Doſe of Wine oer Night, 
Neither too heavy, nor too light, 
But juſt enough to make me ſleep 
Without which I too certain Vigils keep. 
Strange Force of Cuſtom that can tame 
The Raſh, or ſet the Wiſe on flame! 
But long l did not reſt, 
E'er Fumes diſpel'd gave place 
To painful Thoughts which were by them ſu 


( prels6 
And which too ſoon at laſt 
Death's kind Reſemblance did deface, 
Making Night's quiet Minutes anxious as the Days 
And with more Terror 8855 


2. ort 
I dreamt, O Horror to repeat 


And yet I waking ſee't; 


The miſerable Image of Mankind iy « 
Still haunts my Mind, 
Eer ſince that fatal Night it firſt appear'd E 


When with a Viſage pale and thin, 
Joints looſe and Nerves remiſs, 
Eyes fixt and dull, and ev'ry Member out of frame 
To my Bed-ſide it came, Prot 
And did begin 
Sadly to utter this | 
With low and hollow Voice ſcarce to be Was 
3 
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iſh 
Leſt of my Care, give ear, 
And tremble at the the words you hear; 
Alas! I faint, I'll come more near. 
ly Words too much do on my Spirits prey; 
4; Þ nl: e089: cnt 
My Weakneſs, and ſit down, 
Till I recover Breath. 
He ſaid no more, 
ut lowly bending with an uneaſy Frown 
oan'd, while my Fears had almoſt brought my 
3 a ee Death, 
ut that with them a ſuperſtitious Zeal increas d, 
To Heaven I my ſelf addreſsd; 
ill ke began a little louder than before. 


G49 r 
I am, ſaid he, 
The Genius of Mankind, Humanity. 
or that to the deplorable Eſtate, 
e eee | 
By the Rebellion of each part, 
ly erring Feet pretending to give Laws 
Even to their King my Head, 
Each Member is by Contradiction led. 
My Tongue does dictate to my Heart, 
My Eyes are in vaſt Proſpects loſt, 
* My wand'ring Thoughts are toſt 
From this to that, yet cannot find the Cauſe. 


rd, 
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5. 
Diſcord does ev'ry where preſide, 
And giddy factious Pride 
Uſurps the Government of all. 
This his Opinion would on that impoſe, 
A third the contrary erects, 
Hence ſuch Misfortune grows, 
That each intends his own, and * God 
| | negle(h 


Thus I at laſt muſt miſerably fall, 
But no longer can diſcourſe ' 
On things ſo painful to my thought: 

| My Griefs are of too great a force, 

Theſe Truths thou ſhalt another way be taught 
Look round about thee from this Hil), 
And ſee the World grow madder ſtill, 


| 6. But 
I look'd methought, and did with wonder gaze 
To find my ſelf on ſuch a lofty Place, 
Where all the World did ſeem 
Lower than Valleys do appear, 
To Men that ſtand on the uſurping Ground. 
Then I began afreſb to fear 
Leſt he would throw me headlong down. 
But then again I thought twas but a Dream. 
hen ſtrait he thus began 
Fear not, O Man, £ 
But with a piteous Eye, 
Behold Mankind's unhappy Tragedy, 
Behold thy own as well as others Miſery. 


— — 
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7. * 
Then looking down, 
| ſaw the Earth turn round, 
d giddy Man feeling from Doubt to Doubt, 
if the Motion of the Globe infected him. 
But Oh! 
Drunk with Opinion of himſelf, 
His Vellel on the Ocean toſt, 
He ſplit upon the fatal Shelf 
his own Pride, whence all his Sorrows grow : 
elſe to Sea by Ignorance ſet out 
Is miſerably loſt, 
And ſunk in vent'r ing to ſwim, 
O Ignorance profound 
eper than are the Seas in which the Veſſel 
(drown'd. 


8. 
But now a horrid and confuſed Cry 
Strikes my Eat and draws my Eye 
Another way, and there alas! 
alice above all other Paſſions does prevail, 
Men by each other dy : 
The bloody Graſs 
Bears witneſs of the fooliſh Guilt. 
"Jil How weak, how frail 
„Man, that meerly for another's Fame, 
Or his own ambitious Aim, 
Proſtrates his Blood thus to be ſpilt 
Forgotten in the Grave, 
With a cold Epitaph, 
O valiant! or O brave! | 
Now whether ſhall I weep or laugh? 


7% 


> 
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9. 
Here by his Brother one is kill'd ; 
A Father here to his own Son does yield, 
Kneels, and intreats a Life for that he gave, 
The Viper does refuſe ; 
And O eternal Shame! 
Tears out the Bowels whence he cam 
And neither will his Parent, nor his Virtue {an 
But deaf to both, does both abuſe, 
And in that monſtrous Act does all Mankind x 
( cul 


And now at laſt a Peace is made, 
A little Gold for all that Blood and Guiltk 
( pil 
Thus, meerly thus for Gold 
Man is bought and fold, 
His Life expos'd for that, for that betray 


10. 
And now the fighting Fools retire, 
Their Rage conſum'd in its own Fire; 
Now on both ſides are given 
Prayers and Thanks for Victory to Heaven. 
Heav'n that favour'd neither ſide, 
But did them both deride, 
Made both its Sport 
As Men to ſee the Bulls and Bears, and other 
| (tures fight, relo 
Poor wretched Man! from whom are li 
The things he moſt does court: 
Deſire of Knowledg is his Puniſhment, 
Never content, 
Still ſearching after bidden Light, 
And loſt in darkeſt ſhades of Night! 


efo! 


[ 
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Thus I reflected, till at laſt 
Turning my Head, I ſaw a Throng 
Of zealous and religious Fools; 

Some on the Ground were proſtrate caſt, 

Speaking more with Looks than Tongne, 

And Geſtures learnt from godly Schools. 
Here one with Arms Expanded, on his Knees 
Strives t'embrace th'Ideas of his Faith; 
Courting in hope the better Life, his Deaths 
And greedily of hope th'imperfect Pleaſures ſees, 
Till heat of Zeal and Fancy fails, and lets him 

( freeze. 

Others to dreſs Religion would confine, 
And think the plaineſt Men the moſt Divine. 
me are with Faith ſo blind, and ſo much void of 


yd, 
( ſenſe, 
Ty'd to their own Opinion, that with Joy they 
( give 
„ Themiclves to baſty Death, diſdaining 17 to 
live 
en. When living, they to Heav'n mult give 


| ( offence. 
| O fond Belief! O Death to be deſir'd 
fore the Joys of Life, or ought that's here ad- 
| ( mir'd ! 


114 POEMS on ol 


On the Marriage of the Prince and Prin 
of Orange, 


HY nappy Warrior! whoſe Arms havem 
The faireſt Jewel in the Engliſh Crown, 
Happy in th'horrid Dangers of the Field; 
Happy in Courts, which Mighteſt Beauties yicl 
O Prince, whoſe Soul is known ſo truly great! 
Whom Heav'n did ſeem to take time to create; 
Firſt the rich Ore refin'd, then did allay, 
Stamp thee his own, not ſhuffled thee away, 
With wonder thus we thy cool Temper prize, 
Not but thou art as brave and bold as wiſe. 
Like the true Enpliſh, who approach their Fate 
Wich Awe, and gravely firſt with Death debate 
They kindle flowly, but when once on hire, 
Burn on, and in the blaze of Fame expire. 
Hall Princeſs ! Hail thou faireſt of thy kind!Mhe \ 
Thou ſhape of Angels with an Angel's Mind ! 
Whoſe Virtues ſhine, but ſo as to be born; 
Clear as the Sun, and gentle as the Morn. 
Whole radiant Eyes like lambent Glory move; 
And ev ry Glance wounds like a Dart of Love. 
How well, O Prince, how nobly haſt thou fought, 
Since to thy Arms ſuch Charms the Fates hi 
| ( brougit 
Methinks I hear thee in the Nuptial Bed, 
When ofer the Royal Maid thy Arms — * 
pio)! 
Enough, kind Heavn! well was my Sword eln 
Since all the Bliſs Earth holds ſhall be enjoy d. 


Pall 
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vins | remember now with vaſt Delight, 
ell have I brav'd the thundring French in Fight: 
y Hazards now are Gains; and if my Blood 
Battel mix, and ſwell the vulgar Flood, 
er Tears, for ſure ſbe*l] be ſo good to mourn, 
be Balm, ſhall heal the Wounds when | return: 
But hark ! tis rumour'd that this happy Pair 
uſt go: the Prince for Holland does declare, © 
all'd to the dreadful Buſineſs of the War. 
othen : if thy Departure is decreed, . 
by Friends muſt weep, thy Enemies ſhall bleed; 
nd if in Poets Minds, their vaſter Soule, 
here all at once the whole Creation rouls; 
owhom the Warrior is as much oblig'd 

to Relievers, Towns that are beſieg d : 
r Death would to their Acts an end afford, 
d not immortal Verſe out-do the Sword. 

ought of Prophecy their Thoughts inſpire; 
id if their Fury give a ſolid Fire; | 
ft ſhall your Waftage be; the Seas and Wind 
am as the Prince, and as the Princeſs kind: - 
he World wby ſhould not Dreams of Poets take 
well as Prophets, who but dream awake? 
aw the Ship the Prince and Princeſs bore, 

hile the fad Court ſtood crowding on the Shore: 
he Prince ſtill bowing on the Deck did ſtand, 
d held his weeping Princeſs by the Hand: 
nich waving oft ſhe bid them all farewel, 
od wept as if ſhe would the Ocean ſwell. 
W'cnel the beſt of Fathers, beſt of Friends, 
lile the moy'd Duke with a hurl'd Sigh com- 


pred | ES „ © onds 
10/0 Heav'n his Care; in Tears his Eyes would 
d el ; (vim, 
d. t manly virtue binds em in the brim. 

12 Fate- 


\ 


ILY 
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Farewel ſhe cry'd, my Siſter, thou dear Part, 
Thou ſweeteſt part of my divided Heart : 
To whom I all my Secrets did unfold ; 
Dear Casket, who doſt all my Treaſure hold 
My Siſter O ! her Sighs did then renew, 
Once more, O Heay'n, a long and laſt Adieq' 


3 


The Lord Chancellor's Speech to the d. 


Ould you ſend Kate to Partugal, 
Great James to be a Cardinal, 
And make Prince Rupert Admiral? 
This is the tin 
Would you turn D y out of Doors, 
Baniſh Italian and French Whores, 
That worſer ſort of Common-Shores? 
| This is the ti 
Would you unravel Popiſh Plots, 
Send Laud— le among the Scots, 
And rid the Court of 1: Sots ? 
| This is the ti 
Would you exalt the mighty Name 
Of Shaftsbury and Buckingham, 
And not forget Judg Scregg's Fame ? | 
| his is the tin 
Would you our Sov'reign diſabuſe, 
And make his Parliament of uſe, 
Not to be chang'd like dirty Shoes? 1 
This is the ti 


| Woll 
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ould you extirpate Pimps and Panders, 
hand the reſt of our Commanders, 
d Mulg — ve after Teague to Flanders ? 

This is the time. 
ould you give Bellaſis his due, 
d hang him if his Crime proves true, 
id Petre to his Name-ſake Hugh ? 

This is the time. 
ould you ſend Confeſſors to tell, 
pys, Stafford, Arundel, 
ey muſt prepare their Souls for Hell ? 

This is the time. 
ould you remove our Miniſters, 

e curſed Cauſes of our Fears, 
ithout forgetting Turn-coat Meers ? 

This is the time. 
ould you hang thoſe who take Example 
Car and Timber Temple, 

r all ſuch Raſcals merit Hemp well? 

This is the time. 
ould you once bleſs the Engliſh Nation, 
| changing of Queen Kate's Vocation, 

d find one fit for Procreation ? 

This is the time: 

[ould you let Port ſmouth try her Chance, 

lere Oates, Bedlow, Dugaale, Prance, 

id ſend Barillon home to France ? | 

This is the time. 
. Would you turn Papiſts from the Queen, 
Wolter up fulſom Maxarine, 

nd once more make Charles King agen? oe 

This is the time. 


ot a 2 


1 3 The 
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The Anſwer. 


1 Should be glad to ſee Kate going, 
And Great James to our Church returning, 
And Prince Rupert Admiralling, | 
N N At any tim 
But to turn D—)9 out of Doors, 
Or join bis Name to Common- Shores, 
None will ſay but Sons of Whores, 
R At any tim 
I'd beg Cunravel Popiſh Plots, | 
To lend Land “e to rule the Scots, 
And 11d all places of all Sots, 
e | At any tim 
But for exalting of the Name | 
Of Shaftsbury and Buckingham, 
Let him who knows em be the Man, 
Atid do't how and when he can | 
5s on At any time 
But to remember Scroggs's Nam, 
And to proclaim his real Fame, 
could moſt gladly be the Man | 
5 „ At all time 
There's none our Sov'reign will abuſe, 
Or (ay the Parliament's of no uſe, 
But Rogues who're bred in filthy Stews, 
And ſmell more rank than dirty Shoes 
Me At this time 
I'm for disbanding Pimps and Panders, 
As faſt as Country kills old Glanders, 
Prove Mulgrave, Teague, ſend him to Flander!, 
But to encourage good Commanders N 
ai OD OURS MER At all tin: 
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for giving Bellaſis his due, 
ng him and all that are untrue, 
t know not where to find old Hugh 
At this time. 
en to ſend Confeſſors to tell 
pis, Stafford, Arundel, 
g, Fels they repent, they'll go to Hel, 
"Wy would do moſt wondrous well 
* At this time. 
to remove our Miniſters, 
ithout the Truths of Grounds for Fears, 
ould be like Olivering Gears 
tin At this time, 
ng thoſe that take an ill Example, 
zy they merit Cords of Hemp well, 
t I know greater Rogues than Temple 
| At this time. 
God mult bleſs our Engliſh Nation, 
"ll dot when W horing's out of faſhion, 
id Pimps ſhall leave their old Vocation, 
niſh for happy Procreation, 
At this time. 
niſh Barillon ſent to France, 1 | 
lieve Oats, Bedlow, Dugdale, Prance, 
nd would let Port ſmouth have her Chance 
| At this time. 
ould turn Papiſts from the Queen, 
0 Cloiſter build for Maxarine, 
r ſhe is certain Trump Marine, 
It make Charles great as e er he?as been 
: At all times. 
it if you'd come to mend the matter, 
ae to diſſemble, lie and flatter, 
r Id ule plain dealing clear as Water | 
a At all times. 


14 Satyr 
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Satyr on old Rowley. 


T, 


Hex our good King does Papiſts hate I Q 
At ev'ry coming Seſſions ! ay. 

Then of his Laws he'il nothing bate, he 
But make perhaps ſome freſh ones. | 


At other times he's rul'd by's Brother, 
As was his Father by his Motber. 


2, 
Silly and ſauntering he goes 

From French Whore to Italian, 
Unlucky in whate'er he does, 

An old ill-favour'd Stallion. 
Fain the good Man would live at eaſe, 
And cvry FOR and Party pleaſe. Ro 


Zo 
Now he by Hyde, then Clifford rules, 
O-cborne and up- ſtart Fellows, © 
When the Whores want they're Knaves and Foo 
As he himſelf can tell us. 
Till then tho Parliaments complain, 
He ſays they're rude, and hate his Reign. 


A pretty Set he has at Hand Eid 
Of ſlimy Port ſmomb#s Creatures, 
G— n, Lory, Sund — d, 


French Gameſters and deep 'Betters: 


ite 


Fool 
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ho would reform this brutal Nation, 
nd bring French Slavery in faſhion. 


1 
ting of three mighty Kingdoms he, 


Thinks Beggars only Loyal, 

naves wiſe, French true, and Popery 
Quite clear d at Wakemarz's Trial. 
ay, what ſeem'd never to be done, 

ge Chits have made him hate his Son. 


6 


Riſe drowſy Prince, like Sampſon ſhake 


Theſe green Wyths from about tnee, 
Baniſh their Dalilab, and make 

Thy People no more doubt thee. 

In vain they fright thee with a War, 
Thou art not hated, tho they are. 


7. 

Rogue, Knave and Bigot all love thee, 
Becauſe they fear thy Brother, 

Queen Mary's Days they would not ſee, 
And can expect no other. | 

No Miſery a Land can want, 
Rufd by a Fool, Goat, Tyrant, Saint. 


| 8. 
Men ſay we act like Forty Two, 

vet none tells thee the Reaſon: 
Yet when the ſame Diſeaſes grow, 

Like Medicines come in ſeaſon. 
Twice we thy Armies have o'erthrown, 
And without Blood voted them down. 
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9. 
Dukes thou creat'ſt, yet want'ſt an Heir, 
Thy Portugueſe is barren; 
Marry again, and ne'er deſpair 
In this lewd Age we are in. 
Some Harry Farmyn will be found, 
To get an Heir fit to be crown'd. 


10. 
Thy Brother Tork would come to Blows, 
While thou art yet in Being; 
He ſhall not rule as now he does, 
While thou art yet foreſeeing. 
But if thou'rt wiſe, deceive his Hope, 
Leave him to Iriſh, French, and Pope. 


| 11. 
Thou doſt not uſe the Pow'r in hand, 
Vet for the Ills that are done, 
When Rogues pretend thy own Command, 
Thou'rt ready with a Pardon; 
As if *cwere thy Prerogative, 8 
That Murd'rers, Knaves, and Tray tors live. 


| 2 12. 

For ſhame give o'er 3 new Counſels chuſe, 
If with the Eyes of others 

Thou needſt muſt ſee, thy Nation's uſe, 
And not thy Popiſh Brother's. | 

Brother to Brother ſhould be kind, 

Yet bear thee Litt leton in mind. 


SATYR 
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SAT VR. 


Quem Natura negat dabit Indignatio V er ſum. 


Who from drinking ne're could ſpare an hour, 
But what I gave to ſome obedient Whore, 
ho hate all Satyr, whether ſharp or dull, 
rom Dryden to the Governor of Hal; 
rovok'd at length to a Poetick Rage, 
cfolveto ſhare in railing at the Age. 
cannot Poet turn with worſe Succeſs, 
han thouſand Fools who now infeſt the Preſs ; 
hoſe ſenſeleſs Works proclaim'd in ev'ry Street, 
ike ſawey Beggars, worry all they meet. | 
\tev'ry Shop, while Shakeſpear's lofty Stile 
eglected lies, to Mice and Worms a Spoil ; 
lt on the Back, juſt ſmoaking from the Preſs, 
h Apprentice ſhews you Durfey's Hudibras, 
rann s Mask, bound up with Sertle's choiceſt La- 
nd promiſes ſome new Eſſay of Babors, (bors, 
If you go off, as who the Devil would ſtay, 
ecries, Sir, Mr. Ot way's laſt new Play, 
ith th' Epilogue, which for the Duke he writ, 
do 116d at Court by all the Men of Wit. 
I heard an Enſign of the Guards declare, 

hat with him Shadwell was not to compare; 
He lik d that Scene of Nicky Nacky more, 

n all that Shadwell ever writ before. 
as't not enough, that at his tedious Play, 


1 


ariſt'd half a Crown, and half a Pay; 
But 
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But muſt I find, patch'd up at ev'ry Wall, ol 

Such Stuff that none can bear, who ſtarves not W. 
| ( W bitebal That 

As Raſcals changing Rags for Scarlet Coats, pul | 

Cudgel'd before ſet up to cut Whigs Throats; 

So ev'ry Blockhead, that can pleaſe the Court, 

Plucks up a Spirit, and turns Poet for't. 

They know not that a ſenſeleſs fawning Praiſe 

Does both their Heroes and themſelves diſgrace, 

Praiſing Tork's Loyalty's like praiſing his Face, 

Charles only bis baſe Treaſon could forgive, 

And York alone ſo good a Brother leave. 

An Infamy ſo mean no Age has known, 

To ſeek from Rebels hands a Brother's Crown. 

From his confiding Friends he fallly ran, 

And was a full-grown Knave cer yet a Man. 

The Quiet which on England he has brought, 

Appears in his ſtill carrying on the plot: 

Of which his Weakneſs the Foundation laid, 

And Obſtinacy ſince has perfect made. 

In Scotland we a well drawn Model ſee 

Of what he purpoſes we once ſhall be. 

By Coleman's Speech at T yburn too we find, 

He has a Heart that ne'er forgets his Friend. 

Conningsmark did not uſe a baſer way, 

His wretched hireling Rufhans to betray ; 

This Diff rence only is betwixt them known, 

This murders for a Wife, that for a Throne. 

His Lady's a good Woman, God defend her ! 

By why are we ſo fond of her Hans en Keldey ? 


The Slave that thought he or his Seed ſhould reign, W 
As ſurely wiſh'd the King untimely flain. Ti 
The one with Pox has long corrupted been, T 
The other viſited with his Father's Sin. Di 


Poor harmleſs Babe ! that lab'ring in the Womb, 6 
To hated Light all o'er diſeas d wilt come. ö 7; 


Ot; 


bal 


gn, 
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\ wretched innocent Pledg to all the Nation, 

hat Parents Crimes afflict their Generation. 

zut while I thus on others Faults run on, 

make the ſame which thoſe I blame have done ; 

mit the Praiſes of our Gracious King, 

hich ev'ry Pen ſhould trace, and ev'ry Tongue 

( ſhould ſing, 

vn God himſelf grew jealous of his Pow'r, 

And curs'd all thoſe who Creatures durſt adore. 

By God allow'd, by his People freely given, 

Our Charles's Empire is like that of Heaven. 

hoſe Praiſes to Idolatry declare, 

hat make a Subject with a Monarch ſhare. 

Let ſuch as live by*t then his Brother praiſe, 

Anobler Theme my loyal Stile ſhall raiſe. 

Let Dryden's Pen indulgent David blame, 

And brand his Friends with hated Rebels Name. 

He that could once call Charles a ſaunt'ring Cully, 

By Portſmouth ſold, and jilted by Bitch Melly ; 

He that could once the Prince of Rebels praiſe, 

With the ſame Hand the Tories Cauſe may raiſe. 

Allaving Muſe no Int'reſt can advance, 7 

He writes, as Parſons preach, for Suſtenance. 

Apamper'd Hero for the Duke's Applauſe, 

Acudgel'd Martyr to the Whiggiſh Cauſe. 

A Cur that fawns on him that gave him Bread, 

And growls and ſnarls at all the World beſide. 

Ungrateful, mercenary, fearful, mean, 

The beſt of Rhymers, and the worſt of Men. 

While Charles reigns here, no Cloud can _ 
2 (Ille; 

Thoſe who ſlight James's Frown, adore thy Smile. 

The threat'ng Storms that with thy Brother come, 

Diſolve like Clouds before thy pow*rful Sun. 

Pight of their Enemies, and of thy own, 

Thy Peoples duteous Love will ere be ſhown. 


Happy 
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Happy thy Reign, and Neftor's be thy Years, | vi 
Vain Popiſh Hopes, and vain be all our Fears, I. 


May ſome brave Youth ſpring from thy Prin" | 
he 


0 
Like thee forgiving, prudent, great, and good; 
Succeed thee late to this thy glorious Crown, ot 
And tumble all preſumptive Hopers down. 
While England from her threaten'd Ills got free, 

In ſerving him, may till give thanks to thee. 

But to go on with my Satyrick Tale; 
(Who thinks on bim will ſoon forget to rail) ror 
What Age like ours did cer with Vice abound? oe 
A Proteſtant Officer may as ſoon be found, The 
A Cuckold jealous, or a Counteſs ſound, 
As one whoſe Honeſty *gainſt all things proof, 
No Fear can ſhake, nor no Preferment move: 
Loſt Reputations ſhall forget to meet, 
To Club for naſty Verſe in Fermin-ſtreet. ain 
And, ceaſing Envy, th? Innocent and Fair, 
Shall hate the Niff-neck?d Prieſt, & love the Pray 
Fools ſhall be wanting to diſperſe their Rhymes, 
And Shopkeepers no more complain of Times. 
The Scots and Iriſh homeward ſhall reſort, 
And ſwarm no more about the Ezgl:ſh Court 
The one induſtrious, other rich ſhall prove, 
Both ſhall grow honeſt, both ſhall Engliſh love, 
E'er I give o'er tolaſh the fulſome Slaves, Uo 
To laugh at Coxcombs, and. to rail at Knaves: 
Who are the Men who moſt Mankind diſgrace, Nb. 
They in my Verſe ſhall have the leading place. 
The Knave of State, will all the ſneaking Throng 
Of under Raskals which to Court belong. 
Or ſhould I of the hot-brain'd Clergy treat; 
Whoſe very Trade is naturally a Cheat; 
All over Lux'ry they at Vice declaim, | 
Chide at ill Lives, and at good Livings aim. 
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Male- converted ſtill ſuſpected proves; 

„ lady Convert 'tis the B— loves. 

na Down they ſleep, and upon Carpets tread; 

18 heir Anceſtors, the Apoſtles, wanted Bread. 

1; Wach loſtful D free licence has to whore, 

zut the grave wary B may do more. : 

t home they lie with Pride, Spleen, Plenty ſtor'd, 

\nd hire ſome poor dull Rogue to ſerve the Lord. 

here er thou call'ſt, loud Scandal, will I fly, 

rom the proud Stateſman to the ſnivelling Spy; 

rom Halifax, whoſe Crimes now furniſh Fame, 

Down to Fleet Shepherd's falſe and abject Name. 

Che firſt, that he all Villains might exceed, 

i; Honour ſold for what he did not need. 

kn Atheiſt once; now Popery has profeſs d, 

inding that ſuit wich his good Morals beſt. 

eas ſold his Country, and his King abus d, 8 
7 


e) 


; 


oin'd with ſcorn'd Chits, he'as Innocence accus'd 
\nd is at laſt ev'n by thoſe Chits refus'd. 
rom Crime to Crime, he by degrees runs on, 

ot ſafe from one till he has a greater done. 
but he ſo falſe, and ſo contemn'd does grow, 

is fellow Rogues truſt him no longer now. 
let uſe him ſtill, and have found out a fit 
mployment for my Lord's prodigious Wit. 
or join d with Roger, he with like applauſe, 
Does write dull railing Libels for the Cauſe. 
ut he ſo often lies to every Fool, 
That on that Theme his Son could ſcarce be dull. 
beymour in every Quality does ſurpaſs, 

hich may a ſenſeleſs, awcy Turncoat grace. 
dy's breeding he for Cottrel's Place is fit, | 
Ind may the Bantam courtly Envoy meet, 5 
and for his Learning may on Woolſack fit. 

or Eloquence he may grave Finch ſucceed, 
ind for his Courage Tory Forces lead. 

5 Theſe 
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Theſe with bis Knav'ry, Pride, & Country's Hy 
Accompliſh him for Miniſter of State. 

As Schoolboys heat their Gigs to make em caly, 
And from their old one a ſmall Offspring have: 
So our diminutive Stateſman Falkland looks, 
As if from Seymour fall'n at Arra»'s Strokes, 
Mony, we know, him to Preferment brought; 
He ought to hide how he the Mony got. 

Let Albemarle no more Deſert pretend, 

That from the worthy Monk he does deſcend, 
His Titles all that by his Birth he gains, | 
While his baſe Life the noble Fountain ſtains, | 
TheGenera[l's is loſt,theSempſtreſsBlood remains, 
The Father England's Freedom did regain, 
The Son conſpires t*enſlave it once again. 

Him a true Soldier of the Age we ſee, 

He has nor Courage, Senſe, nor Honeſty. 

A Needleſs Foil to th Hero he ſucceeds, 
That dares not juſtify the Guards he leads. 
Lord! how the Tories will the City rout, 
While he the Horſe, and Grafton leads the Foot, 
In their Sires ſteps the H have better gromn, 
Wh entail'd it on his Line to cheat the Crown. 
Their Father was the Founder of that Il], 
Which his two Sons are lab'ring to fulfil, 
Their Lordſhips ſtink of the old Lawyer ſtill, 
The firſt ro F—-s bis proſtrate Daughter wed, 
Then brought a barren Imp to C his Bed. 
To equal him bis pious Sons, at ſtrife, | 
One cheats the Husband, rother robs the Wife. ha 
The firſt for Au. ve's famous Cuckold knowl, 
Does the King's Baſtards ſtarve to keep his ow! 


j 
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e: D--by's Farewel. 


Arewel my Tom D—by, my Pimp & my Cheat, 
'Twas for my own Ends I made you ſo great. 
e Plot is difcover'd, our Mony's all ſpent, 

| leave you to hang, and my ſelf torepent. 

Wor Maſters, the Commons, begin now to war, 

d ſmear they will either have you or my Whore; 
hen D—by forgive me, if I am forſworn, 

idileave you to die like a Traitor forlorn. 


- hn 1 . 8 8 


An Alluſion. 


Hen Iſrael firſt provok d the living Lord, 
He ſcourg'd their Sin with Famine, Plagu 
. | (and Sword; 
il they rebell d; the God in's Wrath did fling 
0 Thunderbolt among them, but a King. 
James-like King was Heav'ns ſevereſt Rod, 
de utmoſt Vengeance of an angry God. 
od in his Wrath ſent Saul to puniſh Fewry, 
Ind James to England in a greater Fury: 
or Sau in Sin was no more like our James, 
little Jordan can compare to Thames. 


4 


—— 


130 POEMS on 
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The Prodigal. 


——_— SS }_}_—wlhl. 


E ˙ A 


T H E Prodigal's return'd from Husks & Swir 
duch was the firſt, and ſo, great Chet, is thir 
Who to his Sovꝰreign's Favour did aſpire, 
From's wall wing in the Town, and Wapping Min 
The fatted Calf! this for a Convert ſlew, 
But e er this Prodigal does prove ſo too, 
Oats ſhall turn honeſt, Arm ſtrong ſhall prove true. 
The Houſe then ſign'd his Pardon: Death attend 
Seal'd to ten thouſand of thy deareſt Friends. 
Swoln Aſps and Adders on his Tongue do neſt, 
E re long thov'lt find em crawl into thy Breaſt. 
And that ſly Snake which ſtung thy Brother's Het 
Him gnawing next within thy Heart thou'lt feel. 
Thy Counſellors ſhall fall, thy Judges bleed, 
And 7eferys, doom'd before, ſhatl now be flea'd 
By the num'rous Croud, & AMonmonth at the Head. 
Theſe were the noble Acts proclaim'd him Great, 
At ev'ry Hedg-Cabal, and City Treat. 
Well he deſerves it: Let him be prefer'd 
The Captain © our Horſe, and of your Guard 
And he who gainſt your Life with ory ” 
5 T̃8ᷓỹ pix o 
Be for your better Angel now admir'd. | 
ee 
You'once proclaĩm'd him Traytor ! where's tit 
If Traytocs meet not the Reward of Treaſon ? 
What fondneſs to a Prodigal loſt Fool, 
Should both your Juſtice, and the Laws o er- rule 
Declare what mighty Wonders he has done, 
That of a Rebel you adopt a Son. 4 i 
a 
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hat ſignal Service has deſery'd this Grace ? 

Vhat Narratives, what Legends ring his Praiſe ? 

his would to th? aſtoniſh'd World make ſome a- 
( mends, 

ho he declare the contrary to his Friends. 

ou tell of Wonders that he did confeſs : 

Tell us what tis, we'll pay you in Addreſs. 

Addreſs upon Addreſs deſerves one more, 

nd damn the Plor, and let the Whips adore. 

hen honeſt Men ſhall be in Plots inſnar'd, 

And Rumbold's Blunderbuſs ſhall be your Guard, 

You generouſly told us once before, 


ue. ie was the Son of an anointed Whore. 

ends bis Truth you once were willing to declare, 

, nd will you now exalt him in the Chair ? © 
ake him your Son,he'll make himſelf your Heir. 


his will record how fit you are to rule, 

eat, Good, Wiſe Charles, outbanter'd by a Fool. 
And what's become of all the Noiſe and Pother 
df Juſtice, Conſcience, and our deareſt Brother; 
df all the Loyal Youths his Int'reſt own'd, 

f Heirs muſt be depos'd, and Rebels crown d? 
Auguſtus Treaſons lov* d, and ſo do you; 

ill you with Julius hug the Traytor too? 


Pace was he ſuch; pray Heav'n he beat ſo ſtill, 
12rd. re Miſchief's nurs'd to do ſome glorious ll, E 
coſe Ive him the Pow'r, be'll never want the Will. 


Sooner expect the Tyger will be tam'd, 
Than once a Traytor ever be reclaĩm d. 


ule? K 3 Ti 
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Jo be written under the Dutcheſs of | 
Portſmouth's Picture. 


A D ſhe but liv'd in Cleopatra's Age, | 
When Beauty did the Earth's great Loi 
| (engage 
Britain, not Eg ypt, had been glorious made, 
Auguſtus then, like Julias, had obey d. 
A nobler Theme had been this poet's Boaſt, 
That all the World for Love had well been loſt. 


ANSWE R. 


H that ſh had liv'd in Cleopatra's Age, 
And not in Ours, to fill us all with Rage! 
To ſee Great Britain thus by her betray'd, 
And Ch es, who once was great, a dc 
x 


Of ſuch a Theme no Poet ſure will boaſt, 
That would have ſtole the Pearl that then was lol. 


ANOTHER, 


8 we do live by Cleopatra's Age, 
since Sun — land does govern now the Stage. 
She of Septimius had nothing made, 

Pompey alone had been by her betray d. 

Were ſhe a Poet ſhe would ſurely boaſt, 

That all the World for Pearls had well been loſt. 


| C 
$ATTIY 4 
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q 7 Nhappy Iſland ! what hard Fate ordains, 
LA. That thou ſhould'ſt change thy Liberty for 
FOR (Chains? 
ou who to ſtubborn Nations once gav'ſt Law, 
\nd kept the jarring World in peaceful Awe; 
jolding that Ballance in thy ſteady Hand, 
By which the weaker does the ſtrong withſtand ; 
From Goths and Vandals long in vain ſet free, 5 


And now thy ſelf become a Colony, | 

he Scots and Iriſh are repriz'd in thee. 
Starv'd Fugitives ſcatter'd by want abroad, 
Great Travellers for want of an Abode, 
All meet in Swarms In this unlucky Place, 
Tolead our Armies, and our Counſels grace. 
While croaking Prieſts, and greedy Troops deyour 
The faithful Land with ſacrilegious Pow?r. 
Prevailing Nonſenſe Reaſon over-rules, 
And Providence has giv*n us up to Fools. 
Fools did th? excluding of a Fool prevent, 5 
By a Rebellion Fools have Slav'ry ſent, 5 
And Fools confirm it ſtill in parliament. 
Talbot ſupplies of Fools from Ireland ſends, 
And Cla—— don 's return'd to make amends. 
The Fav'rite Brother wears th' Almighty Rod, 
Courted and praig'd by each created Toad, 8 
b The Sorcerer repines to be a God. 
p. Pheraob and he theſe Plagues of Egypt bring, 
ind ſuch our Fate muſt be, while ſuch our King. 
Th, Conſpiring Sun land ſtill faves the Tide, 
A Knave moſt uſeful to th' unjuſteſt Side; 

K 3 And 
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Ard does as fit an Inſtrument now prove 
Of lawleſs Pow'r, as once adult'rous Love, br 
The little Chir does ſcarce deſerve Rebuke, 

That looks behind the Chair as if *twould puke; 
Beats time with Politick Head, and all approye, 


Pleas d with the Charge of the Queen's Muff an 
<a (Glo not 
Much fam'd in Vouth for Poetry and Senſe, N 
By Jack. Berkeley's early Correſpondence. ot 
But who can our great Chancellor deſcribe ? Wh 
The noiſy Oracle of the Scarlet Tribe. Mc 
Of Jamesꝰs Inſtruments the keeneſt Tool, Thi 


Tone batteſt, perteſt, and the boldeſt Fool: NA! 
Chioſe early, by himfelf deſign'd for Glory, galt 
Since Whig. Law yielded firſt to conqu'r ing Tory: An 
A mortal Enemy to ſawcy Charters, . | 
Now leſs in faſhion than the Book of Martyrs, Www; 
Than ſharp LEſtrange, a more admir'd Prater, WW Ra 


Wittier on Bench than he in Obſervater, An 
O for ſome skilful Painter, now to draw Fr, 
The Weſtern Triumph of avenging Law! of 
When angry Juſtice with refiſtleſs Force, Pr 


Not like a Stream, but Torrent ſtopt its courſe Pr 
Nor poorly bore a ſingle Rebel down, 

In ſhoals the Wretches fell beneath his Frown, 

Kirk the poor Beaſt did but for Hunger prey, 

And only hang'd a Rogue that could nor pay: 

For Luxury the Wolf and Lion kill, — 
And ſcarce take time to taſte the Blood they ſpil. 
Now, Fame, thy Trumpet found, thy Man of War 
Great Feverſham appears with his triumphant Star 

To the Clouds bear. him'in thy Airy Chair. 

Let Oglethory be pinion'd to his Wing, © 

And as he tells the Tale, ſo do thou ſing 

His Courage, ſuch as needs not Conduct's Aid, 
Conduct makes Generals but ſeem afraid. 


There- 
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herefore he Garks much to bs found prepar'd, 

\nd ſent his Men to reſt without a Guard. 

D but for that unluky Knock he gat 

By Block, too ſympathetick to his pate, 

hen he his Brother Craven did aſpire 

o equalize in vain in quenching Fire, 

here might not James his conqu' ring Army lead? 

But Brains are ſome want in a General's Head. 

Now Muſe, let thy juſt Indignation ceaſe, 

ouch not the lowſy Vermin after theſe, 
When ſuch a Quarry does thy Vigor claim, 
Scorn to deſcend to an ignoble Game. 

Thus while the Huntſman eagerly in view 
A foaming Boar of Lion does purſue, 
Safe to their Holes the Fox and Badger creep, 

And dare not look abroad, but ſtink and ſleep. 

Let honeſt Laureat now, whole pliant Rimes 

„ With his Religion wait upon the Times, 

5 Kail at the Man who theſe bold Truths has told, 
and call him dull Phanatick, Whig and Scold 3 / 
Franklyn, Lloyd, Sackville, and the meaner rout. - 
Of irtl aden that ſit abont, b 
Pretend they know the Author by his stile; 

rie eas d my Mind, and will ſecurely ſmile. 
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A true and full Account of a late Conſera 
between the wonderful ſpeaking Hübe 
and Father Godwyn, as 'twas rela 
by the Head's own Mouth to Dr. fifa 


zier. lll 
That was once à humble Log, he E 
The piſling Poſt of evry Rogue, g kit 


And could hope for nothing high'r, ad f 
Than to grace a Chriſtmas Fire; 
From that Element did age hard, 
By the favour of Fleet Shephard, 
Who being a Friend to tl'Mathematicks, nd 1 
Does for Virtuoſo's lay Tricks, wy 
And procur'd a Man of Art 

That gave me Voice articulate ; 


Taught me Tongues the moſt difficile, uy 
To ſing Sawney, laugh and whiſtle. ea 
Follow'd now by Court and City, = 
I confound with my ſtrange Ditty at 


Both the Learned and the Witty : 
And make all the Talk at Berry's, 
By the help of my Friend Peres. 
For you Wits were always good, 
To all the Family of Wood; 
And before kept ſuch a pother, 
With the groaning Board my Brother, 
Some Men think you knew our Mother. 
And I hope both you and they, Sir, 
Will favour me, ſweet Dr. Frazier: 
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» but help me for one Jeſt, 
de me alone for all the reſt. 
r my wondrous Voices found 
much admir'd by the Beau Monde, 
ho to me pay more Devotion 
an to pretty Punches Motion. 
Moy Lady, bright and fine, 
Wys her Cherry Lips to mine, 
Fuad without offence 1 ſmack her, 
Du we rub off all our Lacker. 
ith that Sex I more prevail, 
han any Head that wants a Tall ; 
he King ſent for me by Coz Timber, 
s kind as if Vad been a Member; 
nd found me an obedient Head, 
hat did agree with all he ſaid: 
bich being ſtrange pleas'd him ſo much, 
e wiſh'd that all rhe Houſe were ſuch 
nd that twould much advance the Cauſe, 
ſuch Noddles could make Laws. 
lis indeed is mighty Comfort; 
ut alas 1 am paid home for't. 
uly Prieſts with their diſputing, 
eas ning, arguing and confuting 
bo with Charms Eccleſiaſtick 
n make good Catholick of a Stick, 
o torment and plague me more 
an without Ears I ever bore. 
ay I be a Block again, : 
0 avoid this noiſy Train, 
«yz th'other night did come, 
If 1 lie, may I be dumb, WT 
Tr may a Plague I wiſh my Foes, 
Richard's Breath into my Noſe ) 
uud brought a Letter ſigned S. P. 
bat he might privately confer with me 
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1 at the Challenge did not flinch, 
But bid him ſit down on my Bench: 
And fince he had ſo good a Warrant, 
Blow in my Mouth, and tell his Errant. 
Says he, I Miſſionary come, 

Ad Partes Infidelium. ere 
And for your Faith it can't be good 
That ſprings from Shephard and hard Wor" © 
I to all Blockheads am the Legate, 

And do gain ſome in ſpite of Clegate. 
They alone our Bus'neſs muſt do, 
Who ve not a grain of ſenſe to truſt to. 
"Tis not my Province to confute 
Thoſe that think, and can diſpute. 

And here we need not ſuch Expences, 
Since our Notions ſvit our Senſes : _ 
Nothing is ſo apt and fit 

For our Doctrine as your Wit: 

And he is moſt our Enemy, 

Who is moſt remov'd from thee. 

O happy Offspring of the Maple! 

To praiſe thee enough I am not able. 
Ah! what Comfort doſt thou ſhew Men, 
In this lucky Faces Omen! 5 
Times will come again I ſee, 
When England ſhall adore a Tree; 
When Oracles old Jeſts ſhall utter, 
Wafers bleed, and Flints ſweat Bytter. 

If in Mother Church you ftood, 

You'd do Wonders like the Rood 3 
In her ſacred Boſom foſter'd, 1 
What might we hope from ſuch a Cofterd ? 
You might alone conyert the Nation, 

Since you ſpeak by Inſpiration. 

While thus he foam'd with holy Rage, 
Braabury with pale Viſage | 


Vbe 
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bring my late Conveyance home, 

ne by chance into the Room: 

look d on him as well as me, 

e Ghoſt of little Shaſtabury. 
 frighted Prieſt let fall the Matter, 

d headlong down the Stairs did clatter ; 
r could ſuſtain in any Place, | 

e Terrors of that hated Face. 

1 this Deliv'ꝰrance bleſs d | 

t in my Box, and went to reſt. 


7 ood 


—— — 


A New Ballad. 
To the Tune of Trenchmore. 


I, 
Hat do Members now ail, 
To the King to turn Tail, 
or in Loyalty more to perſevere ? 
With them lies the blame, 
For he's ſtill the ſame, 
nd as he is like to be ever. 


0 
Tis a kind of gainſaying 
To Paſlive Obeying, 
o be govern'd by your own Senſes :: 
The King does no more 
Than you did before, 
Ven with the uſe of thoſe he diſpenſes, 


3. 
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3. 
With a new turn'd Devotion 
They quit their Promotion; 
They ſlighted Laws, now they adore em; 
Cauſe the Teſt makes em ſwear 
The Bread is ſtill there, 
Since they think they ſee it before em. 


By 
The religiouſly wiſe 
With the Church ſhould adviſe, 
Not with Canterbury, or with Pauls : 
For no Trick can ſtir *em, 
Since Cheſter and Durham 
Are ſtanding Councils for Souls, 


2 
For Temporal Grudges 
Repair to the Judges, 0 
There's nothing to them a hard Motion: 
Could they have been ſcar'd 
With a Queſtion too hard, 
Their Lordſhips had loſt their Promotion. 


6 


But why ſhould Fohn Moor 
See more than before ? | 
Strange Scruples ! at which he grows troubled: 
And what does bewitc 5 


Our Loyal Sh'riff Rich, 
By Conſcience now to be bubbled ? 
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7. 
But yet by good hap 
There's Moſes in Gap, 
o has compaſs'd that which may pleaſe you: 
Smart Craver's Addreſs 
Has found ſtrange ſucceſs, 
I the Proteſtants they ſhall have eaſe too. 


8. 
Naval ſhall be free 
As Nature ſhould he; 
ere is granted a large Commiſſion, 
With a full good Igtent, 
It comes beyond Trent 
m the Generous Inquiſition. 


To Ar. Julian. 


ua, in Verſe, to eaſe thy Wants, I write, 

— mov d by Envy, Malice, or by Spite; 
eas 

tmerely to ſupply thy want of Pence. 

Is did inſpire my Muſe, when out at Heel, 

{aw her needy Secretary reel 

ird that a Man ſo uſeful to the Age, 

ould foot it in ſo mean an Equipage. 

crying Scandal! that the Fees of Senſe, 


ould not be able to ſupport th* Expence 


hen able to procure a Cup of Nants. 
It Dulneſs fits at Helm, and in this Age 
Nerns our Pulpits, Councils, and the Stage. 


d with th' empty Names of Wit or Senſe, 


a poor Scribe, who never thought of Wants: 


Here 
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Here a dull Counſellor ador'd we ſee ; * 
And there a Poet duller yet than he, 
With beardleſs Biſhop, dulleſt of the three, 
*Tis dangerous to think. ——— 
For who by thinking tempts his jealous Fate, No. 
Is ſtrait arraign*d as Traytor to the State. 
And none that come within the Verge of Senſ;Wp; 
Have to Preferment now the leaſt pretence. 
Nay Poets, guilty of that Treaſon prov'd, Wen 
Are by a general Hiſs from Court remoy'd, 
Shake ſpear himſelf reviv'd, finds no ſucceſs, 
And living Authors ſure muſt hope for leſs. 
Since Dullneſs then finds more ſucceſs than Wi 
This Poem, Julian, cannot chuſe but hit. 
But for thy Profit Julian, have a care 
Of prying Poulteny, and of Bully Carr: 
In them there's Danger, for the one does write 
With the ſame Proweſs, th' other us'd to fight, 
Next florid Huntingdon and civil Grey, 
Who knew his Grace was gone, but not which 
Twere needleſs here, and tedious too to name 
All that are envious of poor Poets Fame : 
Conſult thy ſacred Volume, and thou lt find, G 
Some who to Reverend Dulneſs have been kind 
To thoſe obſequious cringe with humble Bow, 
With Court- like Scrapes, and with ſabmiſſiveE 
Since from their num'rous Party thou mayſt hop 
More than Prance, Oates or Bedlow from the Port 
Thirſis has gain'd Preferment by a Song, 
While Hudibras does ſtarve among the Throng) 
Nay, minion Shaawell cannot hold out long. 
There lives a Lord, a Noble Peer is he, 


M 


er | 


| Whoſe Conſcience is as pliant as his Knee; b. 


Whoſe eaſy Temper, by good Nature mov d, 
Does make him univerſally beloy'd. e. 
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once pretended to a ſhare of ſenſe ; 
for that Inſolence and bold Offence, 
e Council wiſely baniſh'd him from thence. 
finding thoſe Pretences ominous, | 
rown at length as duil as one of us. 
make thy Friend, and if that Method fail, 
pare thee in theſe following Terms to rail. 
ay Hewet's Billets-deux ſucceſsful prove, 
empting of her little Grace to Love: 
7 Angleſey think Bribery a Sin; 
Counteſs pull it out when it's once put in: 
Arlington his little Brat deſpiſe, 
{ſhe no more the Name of Dutcheſs prize, 
5 puzzling Howard live by Poetry, 
g Cleaveland die for want of Leachery : 
y Monmouth quit his Int'reſt in the Crown, 
| Howard never grin, and Nelly never frown : 
Betty Mackrel ceaſe to be a Whore, 
d Villain Frank kiſs Mazarim no more, 


m MK 
To the Tune of Joan Sanderſon. 
5 (uſſion Dance at White-Hall by way of 


W Maſquerade. — 


er Godfrey Aldworth, follow d by the King and 
Duke Hand in Hand. 


= * Trick of Trimming is a fine Trick, 
d, And ſhall we go try it ance again ? 
e. The Plot will it no farther go. 
I pray thee wiſe Brother, why fay you ſo? 


Dube. 
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Duke. Becauſe the Baſtard will not come to. 
King. He muſt come to, and he ſhall come to, 
And he muſt come whether he will or ng, 
Chorus, Enter the Duke of Monmouth out at he 
Welcome thou Rebel's Son, Welcome, 
Welcome.) Ĩ) be Dance end 
Enter the Duke of Graſion looking wiſely, i 
Duke of Richmond with the Keys of the Muſe, a 
Grace of Albermarle with his Commiſion, bol 
with his Pardon, they dance the Hay; — Alben Me: 
falls aſleep, Richmond gets tos Book, Grafton loin. 
like a fool, and Sidney lets a fart, Sta 


ol. 


But 
hole 
he V 
om 
is F 
545 
bis 1 


Exeunt 0. 
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————— 


Satyr. 


A More the Race of England's modern Peers, 
There's one whoſe Looks betray his le 
Whom early Nature for all Ill did frame, (Yea 
And time encreas'd not faſter than his Fame: 
Unheard of Vices were his ſtudy'd Care, 
TY effects of which his rotten Ruins were. 
is ſight's a Terror to the boldeſt Punk, (din 
Who ſhuns him more than Pembroke when | 
But tho to Pox and Impotence confin'd, 
His Body 's leſs corrupted than his Mind. 
Both Politick and Hero he'd be thought, 
By James's Ruin he has Judgment bought, 
And Epſom- Hedge can witneſs how he fought- 
To a Soul ſo mean ev'n Shadwell is a Stranger 
Nay, little Sid, it ſeems leſs values danger. Wn 
The moſt hen-bearted Wretches of the Age, 
Who ne er durſt give offence, but on the Stage ih; 
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at on ſuch Traſh my time were ill beſtow, 
hoſe Hackney Cowards in the Common Road. 
he Man, whoſe Character I would relate, 
om Infamy defin'd divines his Fate; 
i France can tell where he the Broil began, 
gag d his Friend, and then away he ran. 
his is that worſhip'd Idol, who with's pen 
acts the beſt of Monarchs, beſt of Men: 
hoſe Libels wholly tend to move Sedition, 
ike thoſe good Men, who now adays petition? 
lſhood and Knavery his Morals guide, 
Stain to Honour, and a Slave to Pride; 
et courts and flatters you in ev'ry place, 
nd all the while deſigning your Diſgrace 
he moſt fantaſtick of all Fools Yth* Nation, 
dnſtrious only to be ont of Faſhion, 
Vhich he affe s from tawny A— A—7, 
hat tawdry, impudent, inſipid Baron, 
Vhoto be Fop Supream does drudge and labour? 
nd whom on Earth nothing can match but Baber : 
e of the Two's the more Authentick Aſs; 
s witneſs bis tranſlating Hudbras ; 
nd prating ſtill of Poetry and Writing, 
n which he juſt ſucceeds as in his Fighting. 
But beſides theſe there is another ſort, 
nets the Coffee-Houſe, as theſe haunt the Court; 
fort of Raskals, in whoſe tainted veins 
te Blood of their rebellious Fathers reigns : 
\nd Broods of creeping Rogues of mungril Races} 
boſe Principles are fatal as their Faces. 
ch abject Animals! one would foreſwear 
Fa witty Men to find ſuch Vermin there: 
llains that Faction daily do foment, 
nd practiſe to defame the Government: 
ikmbling their Cabal, at whoſe diſcretion 
e Royal Line muſt proſtrate the Succeſſion! 
. 
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What Times we live in, when ſuch Beaſts ag 0 
The Whartons, Jepſon, and that Blockhead Wy 
The Aſtes, Bradbury, and mad Sir John, 
Blunt, Marſhal, St. John, Spicer, Ireton, 
Merry, and Cuckold Smithsby, Harris, Cope, 
The Patron of the Faction burning Pope; 
Chaſe, Lower, Negw, Tizard, all the Shrubs; 
Of Kings-head, Dragon, and of Aſhley Clubs 
When Inſects, ſuch as theſe, from Filth begun, 
Thy Peace diſturb, and ſlight thy milder Sun; 
Shine out great Cæſar, let thy glorious Heat 
Declare thee pow rful, as thou'rt truly Great. 
Diſperſe thoſe ſawcy Flies, that tempt thy Flam 
At nothing leſs than thy Deſtruction aim. 
To Mon. — th, Sh —ry, and Maxfield bring 
The juſt Reſentments of an injur'd King. 
Call home thy baniſh'd Brother, by whoſe Hand, 
Being Lord o'th' Sea, thou'rt King again at La 
Let that wrong'd Prince enjoy his antient Right, 
The Sailor's Genius, and their God in Fight. 
Then ſhall the Navy ſtretch its joy ful Wings, th 
While ev'ry Muſe of Britain's Triumph fings. t t 
The French no more ſhall dare our Ships deſpiſe, L. 
But Homage pay where e' er thy Standard flies lit 
All hone! Men with Signs of Joy ſhall greet ior 
This proſp'rous Leader, and thy matchleſs Fleet; 
Whoſe happy Conduct ſhall again reſtore 
Thoſe Wreaths of Glory which our Fathers wo 
Then Enaves and Plotters ſhall be publick made, 
And we no more of Perjuries afraid. 

The Nations all throughout will then proclaim 
Th'lInjuſtice done to his Illuſtrious Name. 
And thou, great King, rejoice above the reſt, 
With ſuch a Subject, and a Brother bleſt. 


pl.! 
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Wau — — — 
| The Anſwer ; 

| 

bs! Ml Mong the writing Race of Modern Wits: 

ubs. A Bleſt be his Pen, Whoe'er it be, that wiit 

un, Numbers ſoft the Politick Petition, 

; Name of all the honeſt Men o'ch' Nation. 


bing for Parliaments deſerves rebuke, 

good Men now a-days wiſh for the Duke. 
ſhe firſt, whoſe Character T would relate, 
want of Wit and Faſhion finds his Fate ; 
e's not ſo falſe; ſo infamous a thing, 

ud a Wretch in Court, God bleſs the King, 
Pox and Impotence much more confin'd, 
gravely politick, and no more refin'd. 
Heart leſs Honeſty, in's Bones more drineſs, 
ſuch another Hero as his Highneſs. 

this lewd Wretch but his deſerved Fall, 

t then and Truth might flouriſh at Wh:eebals 
Lauderdale s as honeſt, as well-featur'd, 

little treacherous as he's ill-natur'd. 

raves a Pattern of Humility, 

lweet Deportment, and of Cavalry. 
plotting Plymonth is the Nation's Glory, 

u ſprightly Grafton deeply read in Story: 

ar Wit and pretty Morals ſpeak em plain, 
ug from the beſt of Monarchs, beſt of Meu: 
in's a dainty thing, would he but dance, 

l Sut—land's a very Scourge to France. 
Touthful Sr. 4—ns, fam'd for Piety, 

humble N. - port for kind Courteſy. 

or Stratagems in War, there's Albemarle, 
aas not fitter for a General. c 5 
L 2 | Yet 
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Yet when all's done, there's no Man can com 
For Carriage, Youth, and Beauty, with Sir ca 
But beſides theſe there is another ſort, 
Adorns the Coffee- Houſe, as theſe grace theC; 
A Race of high-born Heroes, in whoſe Veins 
The Blood of their illuſtrious Fathers reign 

There's great Sir George, who never cheats at; 
Hates lying much, and ſcorns to run away; 
Abhors to flatter, and is ſhy to lend 
His healty Miſtreſs to his wealthy Friend, 

By his Diſcourſe Lumley gives great Diver 
But he's moſt famous for his true Converſion, 

Good-humour'd Sackville, once a Senator, 
With his Crevat-ſtring keeps but little ſtir, 
Has a bewitching Face, and that's a Bleſſing, 
For thoſe that have it need not mind their l 

*T were labour loſt, after theſe three, ton 
Honeſt Frank, Newport, & well-ſhap'd He'ning! 
Muſician Pack, Fox, Lucy, Haſtings, Frazier, 
Sarah's Charles Deering, faithful Barry's Par 
Matthews and Courtney, by whoſe Swords andB 
Our Ceſar wiſely and diſcreetly reigns, 
Spite of thoſe ſawcy Flies, who tempt his Flat 
Daring their Cares and Liberties to name: 
Infamous Raſcals, by a double Brand, 
For they all hate the Pope, and ſome have Lau 
And Land was ever held the greateſt Slander, 
By gentle Poet, and by ſmall Commander. 
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nce all the Actions of the far-fam'd Men 

Of Athens, Rome, and Sparta, by the Pen 

Learned Plutarch are diſtinctly known, 

which he is unequal'd in Renown : 

y may not I, by his Succeſs inſpir'd, 

id in his Steps, and be as much admir'd ? 

Heroes are unqueſtionably brave, 108575 

e Valour to o'ercome, and Mercy have to ſave. . 
Birth and Quality they yield to none, 

ud they from Fove deſcend to fill a Throne. 

who is ignorant throughout the Land 

famous Bedloe, or the more fam'd Southerland ? 

antient Britain's proud to own the one, 

I fertile Scotland from the Frozen Zone 

claims ſhe's prouder of her Hero's birth, 

an were ſhe Miſtreſs of the whole known Earth, 

eſe Heroes both did for the Wars prepare, 

rauce and Flanders both reap'd equal Share 

Glory and Renown.—— ——-- 

But hold! before my Muſe leads me too far, 
their Education muſt declare. | 

ey are alike in the Laconick Law, 

idly bred up to want, and lie in Straw. 

fe hopeful Youths their breeding underwent 

th Conſtancy, and faſted with Content. 

as in Sparta by Lycurgus Rule, | 8 


Youths had nought to eat but what they ſtole, 

Wd who was caught was puniſh'd for the Fool: 

dy in unknown Paths their Lives did lead, 

ad for their bare Subſiſtance ſtole their Bread , 
EY 1 


Dd 
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In equal Ballance yet hung their Renown, 
But now the Britiſp Hero I muſt own; 
Muſt vale his Bonnet to the nobler Scot, 
And in 4 + Naskin mourn his fatal Lot. 4,4 
While Induſtry and want of Clothes conſpir'd, 
To make our Northern Hero more admir'd. 
Whate'er he undertook, prov'd fortunate, 
He often ſtole, but never yet was caught. 
With Art he'd lift a Shop, could file a Cly, 
Or give a Coach the Ambiguity. | 
And that his Vertves you may throughly know, 
By what unpractis*'d Ways he ſtole, and how; 
Upon the lofty Walls of Lincolns- Inn, 
Coming from Holborn, I have often ſeen 

A Tongs, which cloſely lay at the command 
Of this our Hero's moſt gnerring hand: 
And when a flutt'ring Spark did walk that va, 
It didits Maſter tenderly obey, | 

And ſnapt the Hat and Perriwig for a Prey. 
Or when a gentle Cully he did ſpy, | 
Equip me with a George, he ſtrait wou'd cry, MW 
Or d mee, Sir, I'll clap you thro the Thigh, 
Thus with a thouſand ways that I could name, 
By which he earn'd his Bread, and purchas'd fai. 


He does at laſt moſt ſplendidly reſort © al 
Unto his proper Sphere, the glorious Court; MW l 
Where without Envy at the Helm he'll fit, |" 
 Advanc'd as much for's Beauty, as his Wit: - 
Yet can't forget his old delightful way, * 


But muſt cry, Nack hat have you ſtole to do f. 

| | \nc 
A0 
Ne. 
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% Letter from the Duke of M— th 
rd, to the King. 


Iſgrac d, undone, forlorn, made Fortune's 

FTE ( Sport, 

niſh'd your Kingdom firſt, and then your Court; 

ow. Dut of my Places turn'd, and out of doors, FA 

w; Ind made the meaneſt of your Sonsof Whores; 

he Scene of Laughter, and the common Chats 

f your ſalt Bitches, and your other Brats; 

orc'd to a private Life, to whore and drink, 

Jn my poſt Grandeur, and my Follies think. 

ould I had been the Brat of ſome mean Drab, 

hom Fear or Chance had caus'd to choak or ſtab, 

ather than be the Iſſue of a King, 

nd by him made ſo wretched, ſcorn'd a thing. 

on little cauſe has Mankind to be proud 

f Noble Birth, the Idol of the Crowd? 

wel abroad in Battels Honour won, 

0 be at home diſhonourably undone ? 

ark'd with a Star and Garter, and made fine 

ith all thoſe gawdy Trifles, once call'd mine; 

four Hobby-Horſes, and your Joys of State, 5 


' WI), 


\nd now become the Object of your Hate; 

But, d ee, Sir, I'll be Legitimate. 

was your Darling, but againſt your Will; 

ind know that I will be the Peoples ſt ill. 

ind when you're dead, I and my Friends the Rout, 
il with my Popiſh Uncle try a Bout; 

ind to my Trobles this one Comfort bring, 

Next after you, by —, I will be King. 


14 Tn 
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| Fork 5 ice 

The King's Anſwer, ſto 


Be Boy! I will not call thee Son, hoy 
Thou haſt thy felf unhappily undone; 

Aud thy Complaints ſerve but to ſhow thee mo 
How much thou haſt enrag'd thy Father's Whor, 
Re ſent it not, ſhake not thy addle Head, * 
And be no more by Clubs and Raſcals led. * 
Have I made thee the Darling of my Joys, 
The prettieſt and the luſtieſt of my Boys? 
Have I ſo oft ſent thee with Colt to France, 
To take new Dreſles up, and learn to dance? 
Have I giv'n thee a Ribbond and a Star, 

And ſent thee like a Meteor to the War ? 
Have I done all that Royal Dad could do, 
And do you threaten now to be uatrue ? 
But ſay I did with thy fond Mother ſport, 
To the ſame Kindneſs others had reſort; 
"Twas my good Nature, and I meant her Fame, 
To ſhelter thee under my Royal Name. 
Alas | I never got one Brat alone, 

My Miſtreſſes are by each Fop well known, 


| 


And [I ſtill willing all their Brats to own. is 
made thee once, tis true, the Poſt of Grace, tr 
And ſtuck upon thee every mighty Place, N 
Each glitt'ring Office, till thy heavy Brow Dic 


Grew dull with Honour, and my Pow'r low. Wi 
1 ſpangled thee with Favours, hung thy Noſe 
With Rings of Gold and Pearl, till all grew Ft 
By ſecret Envy at thy growing State, 

$ loſt my Safety when ] made thee Great. 


* 


These 


*% 
- 
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ere's not the leaſt Injuſtice to you ſhewn, 

u muſt be ruin'd to ſecure my Throne. 

fice is but a fickle Grace, the Badg 

ſtow'd by fits, and ſnatch'd away in Rage. 

d fure that Livery which I give my Slaves, 

ay take from em when my Portſmouth raves. 

hou art a Creature of my own Creation, 

hen ſwallow this without Capitulation. 

you with feigned Wrongs ſtill keep a clutter, 
nd make the People for your ſake to mutter; 

r my own Comfort, but your Trouble know, 
—fiſh, I'll ſend you to the Shades below. 


60% of honeſt Tom Roſs, to bis 
Pupil the Duke of M---mouth, 


Hame of my Life ! diſturber of my Tomb ! 
) Baſe from thy Mother's proſtituted Womb! 
uſing to Cowards, fawning to the Brave, 5 
ie, No Knaves a Fool, to credulous Fools a Knave, © 
be King's Betrayer, and the Popular Slave. 

ke Samuel at the Negromantick Call, 

riſe to tell thee, God has left thee, Saul. 

ſtrive in vain thy infected Blood to cure, 

treams will run muddy when the Spring's impure. 
tall your proſp*rous Life we plainly ſee 

Vid Taff*s invincible Sobriety. 

Ihe place of Maſter of the Horſe, and Spy, 

ou, like Tom Howard, did at once ſupply. 

ram Sydneys Blood your Loyalty did ſpring, 

ou ſhew us all your Fathers, but the King; ; 
rom whoſe too tender, and too bounteous Arms, 
4 Unhappy he whom ſuch a Viper warms) J 
4 75 | — 9 * - 


W 
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As dutiful a Subject as a Son, 

To your true Parents, the whole Town, you run 
Read, if you can, how th'old Apoſtate fel, 
Outdo his Pride, and merit more than Hell. 
Both he and you were | rs btight, 

The firſt and faireſt of the Sons of Light. 
But when, like you, he offer'd at the Crown, 
Like him, your angry Father kick'd you down. 


— —— — 


A Poem on the Biſhops throwing out ti 
Bil! of Excluſion. 


* grave Houſe of Commons, by hook or 
e ( crook 
Reſolv*d to root out both the Pope and the Duke 
Let them Vote, let them Move, let them do wt; 

| . (they wil 
The Biſhops, the Biſhops bave thrown out the Bl 


There was Hereford, Winnington, Hamden & Bir 


Did verily think to eſtabliſh the Church : Ar 
But now they do find it's paſt all their skill, Iro 
For the Biſhops, the Biſhops have thrown out thebugy 

Sir Wiliamendeavour'd, as much as he could, 


To ſhew that the Bill was for the Duke's Good, pu 
For that diſinherits the Man we would kill. Fo 
The Biſhops, &c. © | 


Paul Wharton that ſtood behind Sir Richard Cay 
To confront, as he thought, the Plenipotentiary5 
Little thought, when he rudely had bay1'd out il 
That the Biſhops, &c, | 1 

a ere 
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run Wrhere is little Reaſon the dull ſix and twenty 
zhou'd oppoſe the whole Nemine Contradicente, 
ind what they bring forth in its Infancy kill; 


For the Biſhops, Ee. 


he wiſe Earl of Shaft»bury, Monmouth and Grey, 
ord Eſſex, Lord Howard, Lords & cætera, | 
ho they have drawn in the Lord Privy Seal, 
et the Biſhops, &c. | 
tie Mold Rowley was there to ſollicit the Cauſe, 
Againſt his own Life, the Church, and the Laws; 

et he might have liv'd ſafely againſt his own Will, 
Had the Biſhops, the Bps, not thrown out the Bill. 


1s Highneſs for fear to Scotland is gone, 

he Cov'nant to take, and be crowned at Scoon ; 
But now he may e'en come home if he will, 

For the Biſhops, &c. 


Had he known this before, or ſome of the Gang, 
He had ſav d his Guineas to Sir Fohn Whitwang, 
And might at St. ames's have plotted his fill; 
for the Biſhops, &c. 


Had not Biſhops been ſuffer'd in the H. for to ſit, 
1 He had been like his Grandfather Jemm beſhit ; 
e but now he's as ſafe as a Thief in a Mill, 5 
For the Biſhops, &c. 5 


The beſt of Expedients the Law can propoſe, 
Our Church to preſerve, and quiet our Foes, 
bot to let Lawn-ſleeves our Parliament fill, 

But throw out the Biſhops that threw out the Bill. 


4 
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nn. 


A Familiar Epiſtle to Mr. Julian, Secy. 
cretary to the Muſes. 


Hou Common-ſhore of this Poetick Town, 
Where all our Excrements of Wit are thrown: 


For Sonnet, Satyr, Bawdry, Blaſphemy 


Arc empiy'd and disburden'd all on thee. 

The cholerick Wight untruſling in a Rage, 

Finds thee, and leaves his Load upon thy Page. 

Thou Jalan! O thou wiſe Veſpaſian rather, (ther, 

Doſt from this Dung thy well-pick'd Guineas 7 

All Miſchief's thine; tranſcribing thou wilt ſtor 

From lofty Aidaleſex to lowly Scroop. 

What times are theſe? when in that Hero's room 

Bow-bending, Cupid does with Ballads come, 

And little Afton offers to the B ——. 

Can two ſuch Pygmies ſuch a Weight ſupport ? 

Two ſuch Tom- Thumbs of Satyr in a Court? 

Poor George grows old, his Muſe worn out of 
( faſhion, 

Hoarſly ſhe ſings Fphelia's Lamentation. 

Leſs art thou help'd from Dryden's Bedrid Ape, 


That Drone has left his Sting upon the Stage. 


Reſolve me, poor Apoſtate, this main Doubt; 
What hope haſt thou to rub this Winter out? 
Know and be thankful then, for Providence 
By me has fent thee this Intelligence. 

A Knight there is, if thou canſt gain his Grace, 
Known by the Name of the hard-favour'd Face. 
For Proweſs of his Pen renown'd is he, 
From Don Quixote deſcended lineally: 
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And tho, like him, unfortunate he prove, 
Undaunted in Attempts of Wit and Love; 
Of his unfiniſn'd Face what ſhall I ſay, 
But that 'twas made of Adam's own red Clay ? 
That much, much Ocre was on it beſtow'd ; 
God's Image ?tis not, bur ſome Indian God. 
n, Noor Chriſtian Earth can no Reſemblance bring 
wn: MM But Ware of Portugal for ſuch a thing. 
duch Carbuncles his fiery Cheeks confeſs, 
As no Hungarian Water can redrels. 
A Face, which could he ſee (but Heav'n was kind, 
And to indulge his Self-love made him blind) 
He durſt not ſtir abroad for fear to meet 
Curſes of teeming Women in the Street. 
The beſt could happen from that hideous ſight, 
ls that they ſhould miſcarry with the Fright, 
Heav?n guard em from the Likeneſs of the Knight. 
Such is our charming Strephon's outward Man, 
His inward Parts let thoſe deſcribe who can: 
But by his Monthly Flow rs diſcharg'd abroad; 
'Tis full, brim full of Paſt'ral and Ode. 
One while he honour'd Birtha with his Flame, 
And now he chaunts no leſs Lovi/a's Name. 
For when his Paſſion has been bubbling long, 
, The Scum at laſt boils up into a Song. 
And ſure no Mortal Creature at one time 
; Was &er ſo far begon with Love and Rhyme. 
To his dear ſelf of Poetry he talks, 
His Hand and Feet are ſcanning as he walks. 
His ſqueezing Looks, his Pangs of Wit accuſe 
race, MW The very Symptoms of a breeding Muſe ; 
e. And all to gain the great Loviſa Grace: 
But never pen did pimp for ſuch a Face. 
There's not a Nymph in City, Town or Court, 
But Strephon's Billets-deux have been her Sport. 


Still 
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Still he loves on, yet ſtill as ſure to miſs "hi 
As he that was an Atbiop's Face or his. 77 
What Fate unhappy Strephon does attend, Hi 
Never to get a Miltreſs or a Friend ? Hi 


Strephon both Wits and Fools alike deteſt, 

Becauſe, like A ſop's Bat, half, Bird half Beaſt, 

For Fools to Poetry have no pretence, 

And common Wit ſuppoſes common Senſe. 

Not quite ſo low as Fool, nor quite a Top, 

He hangs between 'em both and is a Fop. 

His Morals, like his Wit, are motley too, n 

He keeps from Arrant Knave with much ado, 

But Vanity and Lying ſo prevail, 

That one Grain more of each would __ tlie 

Scale 

He would be more a Villain had he time; 

But he's ſo wholly taken up with Rhyme, 

That he miſtakes bis Talent: All his care 

Is to be thought a Poet fine and fair, 

Small-Beer and Grewel are his Mcat and Drink, 

The Diet he preſcribes himſelf to think. | 

Rhyme next his Heart he takes at Morning-peep, Mt 

Some Love-Epiſtle at the hour of Sleep. 

So between Elegy and Ode we ſee, 

Strephon is in a courſe of Poetry. ST” 
This is the Man ordain'd to do thee good, 

The Pelican to feed thee with his Blood. 10 

Thy Wit, thy Poet, nay, thy Friend; for he | 

Is ſit to be a Friend to none but thee. 

Make ſure of him, and of bis Muſe betimes, 

For all his Study is hung round with Rhymes. ; 

Laugh at him, juſtle him, yet ſtill he writes, 

In Rhyme he challenges, in Rhyme he fights. 

Charg'd with the laſt and baſeſt Infamy, _ 

His bus'neſs is to think what rhymes to Zee. 


Which 


r > = WB = 
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ich found, in Fury he retorts again, 
rephon's a very Dragon at his Pen. 


His Brother's murder d, and his Mother whor'd, 
His Miſtreſs loſt, and yet his Pen's his Sword. 


ſ — — 
q a 
d 


The Stateſman's Almanack. 


ding an excellent new Ballad, in which the 
Qualities of each Month are conſider d; 
te whereby it appears that a Parliament can- 
wt meet in any of the old Months: With 
a Propoſal for mending the Calendar, 
humbly offer d to the Packers of the next 


Parliament. 


the Tune of, Cold and Raw the Wind did blow. 


1. 
4 HE Talk up and down 
b In Country and Town 
a as been long of a Parliament's ſtting; 
But we'll make it clear 
Neer a Month in the Year 
E proper for ſuch a Meeting, 


2, 


| The Judges declare it, 
7 The Miniſters ſwear it, | 
But the Town as a Tale receives it; 


hich 


Let 
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Let them ſay what they can, 
There is ne'er a Man 
Except God's Vicegerent believes it. 


din 


3. 
If the Criticks in ſpite | 
Our Arguments ſlight, [f 1 

And think them too light for the matter; 
It has been often known 
That Men on a Throne 

Have arraign'd the whole Realm with no bett 


Il. 


4. 
For in times of old Fo 
When Kings were leſs bold, 

And made for their Faults ſome Excuſes; 
Such Topicks as theſe | 
The Commons to pleaſe By 

Did ſerve for moſt excellent uſes. 


Ts 
Either Chriſtmas comes on, 
Or Harveſt's begun, 

And all muſt repair to their Station, 
*T was too dry or too wet W! 
For the Houſes to fer, 

And Hey for a Prorogation. 


An 


6, | 
Then Sir, if you pleaſe, 
With ſuch Reaſons as theſe | 
Let's ſee how each Moon's appointed : 
For ſure it moſt ſtrange is, To 
That in all her Changes 
She favours not God's Anointed; 


Th 
Janus 
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January. 
The firſt is too cold 
For Popery to hold, | 
Since Southern Climes do improve it: 
And therefore in Froſt 
'Tis odds but it's loſt, 
If they offer for to remove it. 
-p February. 
The next do's betide, 
Tho then the King died, 
Il luck, and they muſt not be tamp'ring : 
For hadn't Providence quick 
Cool'd his Head in the nick, 
Fore Gad they were all a ſcamp'ring. 


bY March. 
5, The Month of old Rome 
Has an Omen with ſome ; 
But the ſleeping Wind then knows, 
And truſts not the Croud 
When Storms are ſo loud, 
leſt th'Air infects the Houle. 
April. 
In this by miſhap 
Southesk had a Clap, | 
Which pepper'd our Gracious Maſter : 
And therefore in Spring 
He muſt phyſick his Thing, 
And venture no new Diſaſter. 


May. 
This Month is too good, 
And too luſty his Blood 
To be for buſineſs at leiſure. 
With his Confeſſor's leave 
Honeſt Bridget may give 
The Fumbler Royal bis Pleaſure. 
M 


r ö . — 
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une. 
The Brains of the State 
Have been hot of late, 

They have manag'd all buſineſs in Rapture: 
And to call Us in June Bu 
Is to the ſame Tune, 

To be mad to the end of the Chapter. 

Fuly, Ti 
This Seaſon was made 
For the Camp and Parade, 

When with the Expence of his Treaſure, 
With much Sweat and Pains 
Diſcreetly he trains Ti 

Such Men as will break all his Meaſures. 


ſt. 
This Month Fog advance A 
Their Projects in France, 
As Bartbolomew remembers ; 
But alas they want Force 
To take the ſame courſe 
With our Heretical Members. 
September. A. 
They cannot now meet, 
For the Progreſs was ſet, 
And they find it a ſcurvy faſhion, At 
To ride, and to ride, 
To be ſnub'd and deny'd 
By ev'ry good Man in the Nation. 


October. Ar 
Now Hunting comes in, 
That Licenſe to ſin, 
That do's with a Cloak befriend kim 
But if the Queen knows 
How at Grabams he blows, 


His Divine Right cannot defend him. 


Navenil 


— © 


e: 
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November. 
November might lo 

For ovght that we know, 

But that the K, promis'd by Chancellor? 
And his Word before 
Was pawn'd for much more 

Than er twill be able to anſwer: 


December. 
The laſt of the Veat 
Reſemblance do's bear 2 
To their Hopes and their Fortune declining 
Ne' er hope for Succeſs 
Day grows leſs and leſt, 


* 
* 
0 


And the Sun once fo high has done ſhining; 


EPILOGUE. 


E Gypſies of Rome 
| That run up and down} 
And with Miracles the People cozen 
By the help of ſome Saint 
Get the Month which you, Want, 
And make up a Baker's Dozen. 


You ſee the old Year 
Won't help you tis clear; 
And therefore to ſave your Honour, 
Get a new Sun and Moon, 
And the Work may be done, 
And fore George it will never be ſooner- 


1 


Ths 
* 
* 
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The Diſſolution. 


Heav'ns ! we now have Signs below, 
To let us our Deſtruction know. 
Eclipſes, bearded Stars that range, 
Are needleſs to preſage our Change. 
When Monarch frowns upon the Wife, 
And glibly ſwallows Romiſh Lies : 
When Demonſtration can't convince 
| A deaf and uabelieving Prince: 
When King, by evil Counſel led, 
Cruſhes the Trunk to rear the Head 
And does the Members fiercely ſever, 
To make 'em calmly come together: 
When Popery at Helm ſhall ride, 
And Ignorance our Counſels guide : 
When compounded of Ambition, 
And the Wrath of Inquilition ; 
Whom by the heat of Heart and Tongue, he 
You'd gueſs a Lump of Pigeons Dung ; 
And by fierce Deeds raſh and amiſs, 
You'd think his Blood the Spirit of Piſs : 
When he, the ſtubborn Charioteer, 
Takes his full uncheck'd Carier; 
While Brother, thoughtleſs of his Crown, 
Upon ſoft Carcaſe lays him down; 
When he's Poſtilion to the Throne, 
And on the Royal Lumber drives, 
Proteſtants, defend your Lives. 
j What can the Iſſue of this be, 
But loſs of Subjects Liberty? 
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Vhen Preſidents of Church and Steeple, 

ote for the Treaſurer 'gainſt the People: 
nd Holy Church, that ſhould not ſavour 
H Carnal Fear, or Princes Favour, 

afely complies with Popiſh Leav'n, 

gainſt their Conſciences and Heav'n: 

„ worſt of Fates! on our ſide, 

he Clergy now from State divide. 

hen Crown Revenues by Bribes are waſted, 
nd on vile Penſioners exhauſted; 

hen honeſt Men receive Diſgrace, 

urn'd out of Office, and of Place, 

nd Pow'r beckons from the Throne, 

o let the Nation ſtand alone; 

binks of new Ways for new Supplies, 

nd damns the Parliament as Spies : 

orogues, and then diſſolves their Heats, 

nd gives no time to try Court-Cheats : 

hat can we think of theſe Deluſions, 

ut loſs of Safety, and Confuſions ? 

hen King to Commons makes fire Speeches, 
nd draws his Reaſons from his Brecches : 
ben Whores make Monarchs drunk, and rule 
th idle Grants of a dipp'd Foul : 

nd Diſſolution may be faid 

0 Effect of Staggers in the Head 

nd Government is a Diſeaſe, 

ade up of Vice and ſenſual Eaſe : 

hen Beſtial King, to's Heart's Content, 

Icks Bordeaux from the Fundament: 

ten Cavalier in publick, wars 

gainſt the bubbled Governors, 

ad ſwears, hell not Aſſiſtance bring 

0 2 laſcivious lazy King, 

hom Whores to various Minds do draw, 
ing by Leacherys not Law; 

M 3 Who 


* 
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Who does his Pimps, not Stateſmen truſt, 

Spending his Brains upon his Luſt. 

When things are thus perverſly ſowing, 

Poor Ninive is ſurely going. | 

When French runs thro the Prince's Veins, 

And he by theirs, not our Laws reigns : 

When French creeps into Royal Bed, 

Firſt charming Codpiece, then the Head : 

When Female Buttocks dictate thus, 

Good Lord ! what will become of us ? 

Is there no end of Monarch's ltch, 

That lolls upon a fulſom Bitch ? 

And ſwears upon her naſty Skin, 

He'll let the Maſs of French Troops in; 

Aſligns his Crown and Regal Pow'c 

To be diſpos'd of by a Whore. 

Beware, unthinking Ch—es, bewarg, 
Conſider, and begin to fear: 

For Pope and Lewis are untrue, + 

Whatever James declares to you. 

He's warranted by Holy Mother, 

'To ſham and gull his elder Brother. 

When he's to work you to defign, 

At firſt he'll ſoak you well with Wine : 

And then to your inceſtuous Eyes 

Hell ſhew again her Highneſs Thighs '_ 

She may expoſe on Church-Occaſion, 

Her Popiſh A — to the whole Nation. 

Zeal wipes away all Impudence, 

And greater Crimes are Innocence; 

When for the Churches Good intended. 

And thus her Highneſs Faults are me ded, 

and Catholick Modeſty befriended, 

This was a good Attempt at firſt, = *' 

Shews ſhe ne'er baſnfully was nurſt 3 ' 
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It either liv'd mong Shamble-Crews, 
tought up in ſome Italian Stews, 

Dutcheſs in our Country known, 

common Strumpet in her own. 

From Dukes that are but little better, 
rom a Whore by Nation and by Nature, 
rom Kings that reign by their direction, 
nd Subjects guide by Devil's Protection, 
rom a ſows?d pilot at the Heim, 
ood Lord deliver this poor Realm. 


5 


hn Ironical Encomium on the unparallel'd 
Proceedings of the Incomparable Couple 
of Whiggiſh Walloons. 


O on brave Hero's, you whoſe Merits claim 
Eternal Plaudit from the Trump of Fame, 

&yond the daring Hector that aſpir'd | 

Io leave a Name, when he the Temple fit'd, 

or after Ages; and let nothing paul 

{our well fixt Reſolutions ;, not tho all 

e Seas were heap'd on Seas, and Hills on Hills: 

mall are ſecur'd by doing greater Ills. | 

00n, and may your tow'ring Deeds outſhine 

be high. Atchievements of bleſt Catiline. 

\nd let the Echo's of your Acts by all 

de heard as loud as thoſe were at Guildbal. 

hat ſhall a puny Patriot baulk your Flight, 

nd formal Fops your dawning Days benight ? 

Fa Laws confine, or Lawyers you withſtand, 

lat have both Law and Lawyers in your Hand? 


M 4 Shall 


1 


Br 
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Shall guilded Chains beſhackle you with Fears ? 
Tear, tear their Gowns & Chains from off their Ex 
And hang their Worſhips in them: let the Cuts 
Re ſwing'd in Scarlet, and go rot in Furs. 
Damn 'em for Dogs to put ſuch Worthys by, 
Juſt Ich Nick of our Tranquillity ; | 
Juſt as the Saints with 40000 Men 
Were furniſht for a Holy War again, 
Rally once more, and cry them in the Croud, 
The Afobile's your own ; give out aloud 
For Reformation, and the Town's your own, 
Elſe Liberty and Property are gone. 
Ce ſar's abroad, go ſeize the Senate, do; 
And if he comes, faith ſeize brave Ceſar too. 
Let nothing be too ſacred for your Arms, 
(Love and Revenge are never fill'd by Charms:) 
By greateſt Acts your greateſt Glory gather, 
And he's no more Immortal than his Father. 
Serve him as Brutus did, and in his Room 
Put up young Perks, now the time is come 
That Ten may chaſe a Thouſand ; now or never, 
Loſe but this time and you are loſt for ever. 
A Deed: more bold than Blood, more brave thi 
That lily ſneak'd to ſteal a Diadem. (then 
For ſure that Soul deſerves much more Renown, 
That kills a King, than he that takes his Crows. 
The Ides of March are paſt, and Cadbury 
Proclaims a downfal of our Monarchy; 
Who ſaw the laſt Conjunct ion did portend, 
That Crowns and Kingdoms tumble to their End, 
A Commonwealth ſhall riſe and ſplendid grow, 
As now predicted by the wiſe T.——O, 
Who can foretel, foreſtal, forſwear, foreſee, 
Thro an Inch- Board, or thro an Oaken Tree; 
Whoſe-Opticks o'er the Mighty Main have gone, 
And brought Deſtruction on the Great Don Jos 
| | it#l, 
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|, whoſe Skill in Swearing doth excel 

Ede monſtrous Monarch Radamanth of Hell, 

urs yd Cent more Souls to their untimely Grave, 

dan the deſtroying Angels lately have: 

walking Plague, a breathing Peſtilence, 

Cockatrice that kills a Mile from thence. 

on brave Sirs, the gaping Crouds attend, (ſend. 

hey watch the Word, the Saints their Thimbles 

de Cuſhion's cuff d, the Trumpet ſounds to War, 

ir dying Hopes in you revived ares 

he People's choice, with you they live and dy, 

he Guardian Angels of their Sanctuary. | 

he Groans are grievous,and the Hauks and Hums, 

nd Pulpits rattle too like Kettle drums. 

te Siſters ſnivel, and their Bodkins melt; 

„) Where grop't in darkneſs, and in pleaſure felt. 
ore than in Pharaob's time the Soul; are ſick, 

nd cry for Light; alaſs, the Candleſtick 

quiteremoy d; Oh! they're loſt, they're gone, 

hey ſe that W hore, the Baud of Babylon, 

juſt approaching Oh! the Popiſh Jade 

ill tear away their Teachers and cheir Trade. 

tha Call a Cabal for Reſolution hearty, 

te bleſſed Brethren of the ſober Party. 

t Sepla's Ghoſt inform you in the Fact, 

ouze him to Earth; and in this glorious Act 

nſult with Plato, let Old No aſcend, 

nd if*t be poſſible the new made Friend. 

ur much miſs'd Oracle let Owen know, 

be Devil's here as well as thoſe below 3 

nd ſpeed for Bethe], bid him not defer, 

ell him we want an Executioner : 

r Royal Blood's in chaſe, and none but he 


3 0 act the Villain in a Tragedy. 
ne, be Rogue will leap for Joy, ſuck News admire, 
bn, ie Son's as ſweet as was his ſacred Sire; 


Fox 
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For he's a raving Nimrod will not ſtart 
To bath his Hands in ſuch a Royal Heart. 


1 — tfo 


The Aſſembly of the Moderate Diving, 


I 


Py pardon Jobn Bays, for l beg your Exad 
If I make no Stranger of your beloy'd Mut 


It being your Talent Divines to abuſe. 


9 2. 


Divines that can ſcruple and cant with the Tim 

As Settle and Shaawel for Bread belch their Rhim 

But St. Peter and St. Judas you know had the 
| | ( Cri ne 

| - 

If amongſt twelve Apoſtles we can produce two 

Did exceed any cruel and hard-hearted Jew, 

Why then ſhould we wonder that we have a fe 


4. (6 
There's the Biſkop of Bugdon, for Lincoln he net 
And there's naked Truth with his ſcrupulousPa 
And London pray beware of the Common Lay. 


5 


There's the D—n of St. Paul's, admir'd by ſong} 
For his Works againſt England, Geneva and Rom, 
idolatry, Separation, Irenicum. 
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6. ( Love, 

eres a moderate Dean too that talks much of 
if a Phanatick was as meek as a Dove; 

for him and Ralph Cudworth, a G— let them 

( prove. 


. | * Te 

mes, t B—yet,where art thou, thou Man of the Lord! 
r Mary Hills loſs you may take thePlanck's word; 
r betwixt you and I *twas a Prophetick Board. 


8, 

With you Anthony Horneck the Pulpit diſgraces, 
ich your whining, your ſour and Tublike Faces; 
it the Rolls and the Savoy are priviledg'd Places. 


9. 5 
int Laurence for Whichcot do's ſtifly diſpute; 
chaps he might cant well if he was not mute : 
it he preaches as Marr- Al do's play on the Lute. 


1 
here's a moderate Doctor of Cornhil St. Miles, 
hom the Clergy's Contemner per l 
| iles; 
es an eloquent Preacher, none hears him but 
| ( ſmiles. 
It. | 
id there's Boanerges his Brother that thunders, 
 cants in Old Fiſu- ſtreet, and who I pray wonders ? 
r he has an excellent Voice to cry Flounders. 


5 12. 
here's old Father Ciford in St. Dunſt ans i' th Eaſt, 
bo among the rude Vulgar's a Prophet at leaſt 
N who Ger preach d well when the People were 

"MO (pleas'd? 


13, 
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13- 
There?%-a Reverend Doctor at Cr — ge due ere 
Who Sn. — thy his Curat in trimming excels; Whe < 
But Bunyan the Quaker has tickled his Gills, hr | 


14. 3 
There's Pain of White-Chappel, a Simoniack Mer 
A Man that's cut out to be Vicar of Bray, her 
If the Times do but change, as he wiſhes they mi D 


I 5. 0 
There's Hoſpital Patrick, a Captain they call li 
For burleſquing the Pſalms ſome highly extol hig 
But Oh ! L ſtrange & Sam's Coffee- houſe gall hin 


16. ä 
There's one Squire Ramſey a famous Divine, 
ho no leſs than ten Women did love at onetint 
But it might be call'd Luſt in any but him. 


f | 17. | 
There's Johnſon th'Apoſtate, who deſerves A 
£6] ( hemp 
For he alone (were all others exempt ) 
Wiere occaſion enough for the Clergy's Conten} 
18. | 
There's Colcheſter Hickeringil,the Fanaticks deligit 


Who Gregory Gray-Beard and Merox did write: 
You may ſee who are Saints in a Phariſee's fight. 


I 9. | 
There's Titus the Witneſs, the Nation's trite Theme 
Who for Satan and Hell hath ſo great an Eſteen 


That Damnation would be a Preferment to him. 
| | | 2 
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20. 
here's Geering of Southwark, and Lewis othꝰ Wall, 
he one hath a Sacrament at a Whig's call; 
he made his Saviour St. John's Jackall. 


dwel 
Is; 


| - 7 TM 
here's B— B. there's Alagate paid; 
here's Meſſienrs Rag gous wears no Shirt, as tis ſaid, 
cauſe they reſemble a Surplice indeed. 


(s 
kth 


L 


22. 


1 hit K 4— 7, thy trimming above Human Race, 
hir Faction turn d out of the Rolls with Diſgrace, 
nd Orthodox B- net ſucceeds in thy Place. 


. 
ere's Scotch bawling Anderſon proof againſt pen, 
ss a Voice that drowns a Cathedral Amen; 
t'tis thought he catches more Women than Men. 


ONS 24. 
here's Durham of Bread-ſtreet has tr imd fifty years, 
old, ſo grave, ſo fooliſn appears, 
once he deſerves both Laughter and Tears. 

25. | 

t trimming's the Subject of brave Regers Pen, 
bo ſcourges theſe Monſters call'd moderate Men; 
r Irimming the Scourge of Rebellion has been. 


26. 
t who all Divinity-Trimmers can tell, 
loev'ry where teach, and no where do dwell? 
ate Knavęs in it, but I love the Gown well. 


: 5 On 
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1 . ? * * a * een . N 


On Wi. Williams. 


\ Mi amt, this tame Submiſſion ſuits thee ne 
| Than the mean Payment of thy Fine bell 
Poor Wretch } who after taking down thy Ar 
Has a Court-fmile ſach over-ruling Charms? 
Bankrupt in Honour, now art tumbled donn 
Below the abjectſt Creature of a Crown. e: 
Is this Man the wiſer World did wait on, 
Unwortby now the very Spew of Payton? Wo! 
What will Sir Trevor Williams, Barnardiſton, 
And Arnold ſay, but that he ſhould be piſs d an! 
Is this Vi. Williams who made ſuch a noiſe, ]: 
Dreadful to all the lewd Abhorring Boys? 

Is this Ws. Williams, Spark of Reſolution, 
Who was ſo fierce for Bill of damn'd Excluſa 
Is this Wi. Williauis, ſpoke the ching ſo ſtrange 
Great Sir, your Commons are not given to change! 
Is this Mi. Williaws now at laſt ſet right? 
Is't ſo : Then Drawer light me down to ſh—. 


„„ TCR 


— 


On my Lord Lin——n's Brother tun 
105 Roman Cat holick. 


Rom the Embraces of a Harlot flown, * 
L The Heavens have brought you bo your 
| tive 
Now your once faded Laurels bloom again; 
Thus Pheb riſes from the weeping Main. 10 


M | 


g”—_— 
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hat Guardian Angel wand'ring I/rael fled, 

ich happy Care has bleſt your glorious Head. 

fe from th'involving Gulph you now may view 

Wh: falling Precipice that threaten'd you. 

ligion's Truth will all your Care remove; 

zur happy ſelf protected from above, 

e mot by a Saint, or an intreating ſhe, 

it by the ſole, the bleſt Divinity. 

iinly let thoſe their num*rous Converts boaſt ; 

hat they have got we wholly fancy loſt. 

ining in Glory, and in number few: 

e are the lighted Aſians, but the true. 

you alone our Triumphs greater be, 

u ballance all the number'd Progeny. 

gion their Name, Legion their Nature too: 

Truth can never yield altho it bow, 

tho what Chaplets all our Nymphs prepare 

o grace your Head, and to adorn your Hair. 

wrels immortal and reviving Bay, 

te perfect Emblem of your choſen way, 

all crown the Virgin Beauties on their Brow- 

bis pious Gratitude and Heaven allow: 

d Mecca's Saint roſe proudly from a Slave; 

dſ\mooth Religion led the Victor Knave. 

dm pious Weeds to virtuous Arms decreed, 

ho Monkiſh Pride impoſe on Monkiſh Breed, 

Wc: gain'd the ſpecious Fantom of a Throne, : 

d Blood and Murder did his Temples crown. 

rent the Omen, be the Finis good, | 

s a dark Bog, and darkly underſtood. 

vet Looks are plac'd, and the deceiving Brow, 
focodiles ſmile, and ſmiling murder too. 

e Doctor libell'd, tis a meer Lampoon ; 

In Father Hall mate Father Tillot ſon? 

en ſpeaks, the World his Eloquence mult prize, 
5 School-Boy's Logick echo's Prejudice. 
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He talks againſt the Antichriſtian Pope; 
Thus Paul, tho beaten, unreſiſted ſpoke: 
A Biſhop he, and ſuch may ſtill remain, 
Unenvied by the darling of the Crown: 
Let his dull miter'd Croſier vainly boaſt, 
Van-Leader of th'Apoſtatizing Hoſt. 
This let him, nay and is there more, enjoy, Wr41 
They well deſerve fuch Paſſive Joys to try, 
Who likely pay ſo dearly for't as he. I 4 | 
*Twas Intereſt the falſe Apoſtle ſway'd, 
How well his End his Int'teſt obey'd ? 
No Prophet I, tho here we all accord, 
Their Souls may well be fear'd, they fly their Lon 
Hence ye dull Earth, the Scandal to our Cauſe, 
Go ſink your Souls as you have damn'd the Lam, 
Play with the Snakes that harbour in your Breaſ, 
And when they bite, pray let them be at reſt, 
And ſince you play ſo much with Deſtiny, 
Hear me, I'll wiſh, tho calmly, Cer I die; 
May that falſe Pen that did the Nonfenſe write, 
May that falſe Tongue that did the Lines indit 
Be damn'd till thoſe who do the Shams admire, 
Shall curſe the Writers and deplore the Fire, 


the. 


* 


On Sir Will. Jones, an Epitaph. 


IR Wilkam in Arda cuftodia lies, 
Committed by Death Sans Bail or Mainpri 
For taking his King, a very good Client, 
He turn d Jack Presbyter, O fie on't! 
And being thus from his Allegiance free, 
Returned was by him for Anarchy. 
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Gem call'd the Law in his Head there lay, 

Toads hold Pearls in Capite they ſay, 

nd ſtor'd he was with Poiſon like thoſe Crea- 
2 ; . 

hich made him ſwell ſo big againſt his Betters: 

is Eyes ſo full were with Infection fil'd, © 

jalty ſeem d a Statute- Law repeal'd: 

ſtuck cloſe on the Republick- ſide, 

having ſpit his Venom out, he died. 


3 Wy $9 


the E. of D----by's Impeachment by 
the Houſe of Commons, 1678. 


Hat a Devil ails the Parliament ? 

Sure they were drunk with Brandy, 
ben they did ſeek to circumvent | 
Thomas Earl of D—by. 5 


t they- ungrateful will appear, \ 4 
As any thing that can be; a 
or they received Fidler?s Fare 

From Thomas Earl of D—by. 


it Shaftsbary does lie and lurk; 
That little. Jack-a-Dandy, 

Ind all his Engins ſet on work 
Oainſt Thomas Earl of D—by. , 


5 


pri 
Now whether he will ſtay or go, 
think it handy-dandy 3. 

{ he dare ſtay, he'll hang I trow 
Poor Thomas Eatl of D=—by. 


N 
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I never heard of Subject tell, 
Nor can one in this Land be, 

Deſerves a Halter half ſo well 
As Thomas Earl of D—hy. 


Then Commons truſt him not a bit, 
Unleſs you will trapan'd be; 
There's not ſo falſe a Jeſuit 
As Thomas Earl of D— by. 


— 


— >. * 


—ê— — — — 


Truth brought to Light: 
Or, 
Murder will out. By 8. College 


Wu the World know how 175 t 
| 8 "all 
This tells the Tragick Story of his Death : 
Not borrow'd from the feigned Ghoſt appeal 
Unto us Mortals, ſo the Story clearing; 
Or taken from the Narrative of Prance, 
Where he too modeſt does on Perſons glance; 
Tho there's enough for all with half an Eye 
To ſcan ſome Villains in this Tragedy. 
And Oedipus there needs not to explain 
The wtetched Norfelk's Houſe in Clements. Dan 
Or how the Owner Godfrey did perſuade 
To eat his laſt, and baſely him betray'd. 
Hear but che Villain how be did enſnare 
This geu'rous Soul into his bloody Fare. 


Pri 
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ray, good Sir Edmund, ſtay, I beg the Boon 
ſome Diſcourſe with you this Afternoon, 

z Rehearſal of this Helliſh Plot, 

hich you by Oates's Depoſitions got; 

u ſhall oblige me ever, and you will 

ſerve our King and Kingdom from their Ill. 

o of the Church of Reme you know | am, 

ould be thought a Loyal Engliſh Man: 

if their damned Plot be as I hear, 

curſe the Pope, and leave their Church I ſwear: 
d as to what you plead as your Excuſe, 

g have ſome Friends at home you ſhall abuſe 
your long ſtay, I will a Footman ſend, 

at ſhall acquaint your Servants and your Friend 
u have Come Busneſs that detains you here; 

| therefore they muſt not expect you there. 

Thus by a Siren's Tongue and Popiſh Guile, 

did perſuade his ſtay, and ſent mean while 

to his Ban- dogs, that they might way-lay him 
home he went, and barb'rouſly ſlay him. 

)! here's the Project of a Popiſh Peer, 

d murder Men in Love by Lordly Cheer: 

vm which, till known, the Wiſe have no defence, 
Ir can eſcape Rome's treacherous Pretence. 

e beſt of Men by wretched means they kill, 

d ſerve their Church, and gain their curſed Will. 
| but Rome's Vicar, Such a Man muſt die, 

at's Crime enough, no matter how or why. 

$ Hounds of Blood and cruel Beaſts of Prey, 8 


ho call it Merit to deceive, betray, 

der whole Nations ſtanding in their way. ». 
fel] the Noble Godfrey by the hand 

| D's, E's, Ld's, and Qs of Royal Band, 

boſe direful dirge they ſung in Northern Tone; 
here York, and Norfolk kept the time as one: 


Pr | | N 3 And 
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And treach'rous Tom made England's Treaſures 
Rewards to thoſe that did his Life betray. 
That O-b—1 Villain, raiſed by his skill 
Of pimping, and procuring to our Will ; 
The worſt of Slaves, that ſo he might be grex 
Expos'd his Wife and Daughters to our Heat, 
Ah! bleſſed Tool at our moſt gracious need, 
That never fail'd us fo to do the deed! 

Next ſail'd the Port ſmouth Frigat with the E| 
And as is ſaid, is ſteered by our ſelves; 
Blown by the blaſt of Bella. curs'd 'Splenz 
And yet it ſeems was Muſick for a Queen; 
And ſo delighted England's harmleſs Chip, 
That made her dance, and bout the dead tod 
In Maſquerade, by Faux his Lanthorn dreſt, 1 
Where her dear Prieſts the holy Murder blel. 
Prejudg'd by them they this Concluſion dray, 
A Dacal Dinner's Death by Martial Law. 
By theſe Rome's Vaſſals did in order get, 
That Goadfrey's Life might have a Somerſet, 
And dye for daring to inſpect the thing; 
Of Mother Church, of holy Pope and King; 
And the Retinue, Banditti of Hell, 
Welch Powis, Peters, Stafford, Arundel, 
And thouſands more of that accurſed Brood, 
Who would convert us by a Sea of Blood, 
And turn the Laws of England out of doors, 
By Standing-Army, Penſioners and Whores, 
'Baſtards Sans number, at the Nation's Charge 
For whom we have been taxed oft at large; 
And made to buy our Ruin with our Coin, 
Which went for Votes and Plots and Counteril 

Alas! poor Nation, how art thou undone 
By a bad Father, and now a worſe, his Son! 
What have theſe Cubs of Scotland brought upol 
There's nothing left but Lord have Mercy on # 


{ce 


7 
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ice eee Or, Scroggs upon 
eat 5 Scroggs. 


Il, 
d, 


El 


Butcher's Son's Judg Capital 

\ Poor Proteſtants for to enthral, 

And England to, — Sirs* 
both our Laws and Lives we mult, 
en to do Jaltice we entruſt | 
80 known a an errant Knave Sirs“ 


* 


: a 


ie hungry Prieſts he did once fell We 

th mighty Strokes, and them to Hell 4 
..: = Sent preſently away Sirs. 

ud you know why? the Reaſon's plain, 

ey had no Engliſh nor French Coin a 

To make a longer ſtay Sits 


: Pope to Purgatory ſends Free 

o neither Nong have nor Friends 4 

In this he's not alone Sits 

our Judg to Mercy's not inclin'd, 

Gold change Conſcience and his Mind, 3 
Jou are nn gone Sirs! 


Father once 1 was 
of all Juries: Why ? becauſe 
He was a Man of Blood Sirs. 
y the Butcherly Son (for ſooth ) 
Id now be Jury and Judg both, 
Cannot be underſtood Sirs. 


N 3 The 
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The good old Man with Knife aad Knocks 


Made harmleſs Sheep and ſtubborn Ox 
Stoop to him in his F 

But the brib'd Son, like greaſy Oaph, 

Kneels down and worſhips Golden Caif, 
And ſo do's al the | 


Better thowdſt been at Father's Trade, 
An honeſt Liyelihood to have made 

In lamp'ring Bulls with Col 

Than to thy Country prove unjuſt, 

Firſt fell, and then betray thy Truſt * 

For ſo many hard Rix-Doll 


Prieſt and Phyſitian thou didſt ſave 
From Gallows, Fire, and from the Grave, * 
For which we can't endure mt 
The one can ne're abſolve thy Sins, 
And th'other ( tho he now begins) 
Of Knav'ry neꝰer can cure ti 


But leſt we all ſhou'd end his Life, b 
And with a keen-whet Chopping-Knife 
In a thouſand pieces cleave l 
Let the Parliament firſt him undertake, 
They'll make the Raſcal ſtink at ſtake, 
And ſo like a Knave let's leave l 
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＋ On the ſame. 


ace Juſtice Scroggs Pepy's and Dean did bail, 
upon the good Cauſe did turn his Tale, 
xr two thouſand Pounds to buy Tent and Ale. 
Which nobody can deny. 
he Jury and Judg, to ſham the Plot, 
ed the Traitors to prove that it was not, (pot, 
ut old England will ſtand when the Rogues goto 
Which nobody can deny. 
Kl. was at firſt a Man of the blade, 
d with his Father follow'd the Butcherly Trade, 
'was the Peter Pence made him a Jade 
. Which nobody can deny. 
ed ſtand by the Proteſtant Cauſe he ſaid, 
nd lift up his Eyes, and cry'd, We're betray d; 
then the Pettifogger was in a Maſquerade, 
| Which nobody can deny. 
yen D—by mention'd to the King his Name, 
|: ſaid he had neither Honeſty nor Shame, 
d would play any fort of Roguiſh Game. 
| Which nobody can deny. 
& ſwears he'd confound Bedlow and Oats, 
Ind prove the Papiſts Sheep, and the Proteſtants 
: ( Goats, 
nd that he's a Fool that on Property dotes. 
Which nobody can deny. 


re dn 
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ve li 


* * A ASS WS 4: - LY. I 3 & 


N 4 ; The 


184 POEMS 10 


— 


The Pope's Advice and Benediction to if 
Judge and Jury in Eutopia. 


W El] done my Sons, ye have redeem'd my oa 
Beyond my Expectation, from the jam 
Of my curſt Foes, the Proteſtants their Lays. 


For had you not thus timely ſtept between, 
They had endanger'd both my Cauſe and One 
Ard then paſt all Redemption had it been. 


For Tyburn then more Martyrs had me ſent, 
Which I had rather quick to the Devil went, 
Than my deſigns ſo well contriv'd be ſnent. 


Go on and proſper, never change your Notes, Wit! 
The Sign oth* Croſs direct your open T hroats, 
To cry not guilty, ſo you'l baffle Oates. 


 Forſworn? no matter if you perjur'd be, 
You are diſpens'd with, and you ought go fret, 
| . Tis mighty Service to the Court and Me; 


W ho will requite it, and for certain know 
| My Pardons and Bleſſings on you l beſtow, 
Beſides the Gold you haye receiv'd I owe. 


Far greater Sums, than ere the Court yet gave 
Jo Pimp, or Cheat, or Traytor, Whore, or Kna 
Might ſatisfy our Luſt, our ſinking Credit ſave. 


+ 
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it that's not all, unleſs we do declare, 
1d ſet our Mark upon our Fav'rites fair, 
hat Hereticks may know them who they are. 


to 


ad firſt Dear Serog ge, with thee we ſhall begin, 
tho of late thou wert a Man of Sin, | 
d didſt abuſe thoſe for us put you in. 


om which we now abſolve ye as were Pope, 
d do allow that Butcher's by the Rope, 
zzin, not end, for that would mar our hope. 


; true at firſt *twas prudent, witty, quaint, 
o counter feĩt the Devil, act the Saint, 
ich zealous Thunder *gainſt the jeſuits complaint. 


This gain'd you credit with the Rabble Rout, 
nfirm'd the Choice of thoſe that wiſh't you out, 
ut now that's done tis time to tack about. 


ind dare to act to ſet my Vallals free, 
ou ſhall receive from Holy James and Me 
\ Crimſon Cap, at leaſt my Legate be, 
rec, Wrovided you eſcape Treſilians Triple Tree. 
ext hated Ralph, thou Leader of the Van, 
My Papal Power ſhall do all it can, 

0 make thee next Election, Senate Man. 


ud reaſon good, for then my Gauſe will thrive, 
fall prove ſuch, the Hereticks we'll drive 
ill not a Soul of them is left alive. 


Ive 


Next 
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Next follows altogether half a dozen, 
Whom neither Sheriff (by Order) for me chef, 
Who like good Men did Law and Juſtice cozey, 


They're all Right Roman, * Howley, Hodges, l 
And drew together BackehuriF, —_— 
Sworn to be true, but falſe as Jack of Leyden, 


Next were two Jades, Ball, Dobbing never ti 
In Rack and Manger lay theſe Beaſts delight: 
Next were three Monſters, Avery, M bale, and i oe 


ol. 


[thi 
jd 1 
tic 


Theſe being collar'd all together, ſwore 
To do ſach Juſtice ne er was done before, 
Proſtrate their Wives to ſave the Common WW ee 


For which good Service moſt did places gain, 
One made the Wheeler unto Charles Wain, 
And Tapermaker Lightman did obtain. 


Three more had places to their Hearts deſire, 
Which York afforded, made them each Eſquire, 
And all they were to do was ſet the Land on Fire 


Informing Dob — that's Landlord to Sir Way, 
To ſave his Tenant Golden Pills did take, By 
Whoſe bleſſed Guilt before did make him quake. 


The reſt had Gold (drop't by the Fairy Queen) 
Left in their Shoo, that ſhe might paſs unſeen, 
Which expePd Poiſon as't had never been, 
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* Sir George Make man's Jury. 


ol. III. 


this my Sons, ye leſt them in the Lurch, 
d ſwept the Scandal off our holy Church, 
nich erſt ſtood tottrꝰ ing on a broken Crutch. 
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rangely reviv'd my Lordly Sons i'th' Tower, 

Vho now tranſported laugh to ſcorn the Power 

df Lords and Commons, from whom they fear d 
a ſhow'r. 

nd ore the Hereticks have advantage got, 

Vho ſtopt the bleft Proceeding of my Plot, 

o Oppoſitions left but Fanatick Sot. 


or which great Service Debtor we remain 
Till we get Britain in our Fiſt again, 
[hen then be ſure, we will requite your Pain. 


ll then adieu, Hell have you in its Care, 
nd ever dictate what you ſay or ſwear, 
y make you uſeful to St. Peter's Chair. 


1 hi 

8 The Wolf Juſtice. 

55 

„ Bang certain Verſes fixt upon the L. C. J. 
Scroggs Chamberdoor. 


H lives the Wolf Juſtice, a Butcherly Knave, 

Who Proteſtants goals, but the Papiſts do's 

He's a bold Perſecutor contrary to Laws (ſave. 

Of all that dare write for the Proteſtant Cauſe. 

pM Pince theſe were his Actions, in vain were his Prate, 

And falſe Imprecations he printed of late. " 
| "Twi 
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'T will one day be prov'd (Old Clodpate) that yg 
Were brib'd by the Court and Portugal too. 
When Par comes to Town, you'll receive ſuch 
— 6 H NN 1 
Not your Speech nor your Pardon will ſave yo 
1 . f (Bull-Nec 
Mean while go on and play England's Story, 
You'l hang at the laſt as Treſilian before ye. (h 
For we'll have the Plot puniſht come on it what ca 
In Spite of Clodpate, York, Lauderdale, D—hy, 
'Tis not Prorogations ſhall ſerve the Rogue's Tun 
We'l dy at our Doors e'er in Smithfield we'l burn, 


* Parliament. 


a. 


A Satyr. 


Is Holineſs has three Grand Friends 
On Great Britasr's Shore, 
That proſecutes his and their own Ends ; 


A Duke, a Judge, and a Whore. 


The Duke is as true as Steel 
To the Pope, that infallible Elf; | 
Therefore no Friend to the Commonweal, Mr, 
Nor no Friend to himſelf, Wont 


The Judge is a Butcher*s Son, 
Yet hates to ſhed innocent Blood, 
But for ten thouſand Pounds has done 4 
The Pope a great deal of good. 4 


He did that Villain Vale man clear, 
Who was to have poiſon'd the King, 

As It molt plainly did appear; 
Por which he deſerves a Swing. 
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1 


mouth, that Pockey Bitch, 
uch * A damn d Papiſtical Drab: 

\n ugly deform'd Witch * ? 
Eaten up with the Mange and Scab. 


his French Hag's Pockey Bum 
So powerful is of late; 
Altho it's both blind and dumb, 
4 It rules both Church and State. 


urn, | 
Lid 
Nl ln — 
— N 4 Pun. 8 * . 
| * 1 2H 
nein 47 72 


Upon my word, 
And into five parts cut it, * 
And put it ITY pn 
Into a Pye, 
To convince 
Our good Prince, 
What it can be, 
To mince 
Thomas Earl of D--by 
luto five Commiſſioners and a Guy: 


rs 


8 — 


4 (aution to King Charles the ſecond from 
Forty One. E Fe 


Hasen thy Sword and Scepter Charler, 
rtſe Sad times are coming on, 
The 


— U———— 2 — 2 
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The murm' ring of thy Senate Houſe U 
Smells rank of Forty One. 


When Kings are call'd to give Account 
What their Expences be, 

It is a Sign we all are Kings, 
Or that no King ſhall be. 


Give way but to their Will a while, 
And you will find as great 
A Will in them to act anew, 
From Forty One to Eight. 


Hold cruel Exgland, hold ; in thee 
Sure all Rebellion ſprings, 


Conſider but thy Inf | 
ft of Kings. 


To kill the be 


The World againſt thee will exclaim, 
Thy Cruelty abhor, | 

That thus delights in killing Kings 
And raiſing Civil War. 


— ** a 


England's (ourt Strumpets. 


And Nelly is quite forgotten, 
d Mazarine is as old as the Queen, 


Go Cleavelandis fled till ſhe's brought to Bed, With 
An 
And Portſmouth the young Whore Is rotten. 


Since Women at Helm, have ruin d the Realm, 
And Stateſmen have loſt their Anchors, 


Th 


Bed, 


ten. 


M, 


Th 
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e Lords and the Commons know what will come 


| (on us, 
But the Kingdom muſt break like the Bankers. 


ice Ravenbouſe is come let's ſend them all Home, 
But ſtill let's ſecure the Millions, 
will ſerve for a Farce to clap a French Arſe, 

Or ſerve the next new-come Italian. 


A. a. Mn. MES 


nnn 


n the Monument upon Fiſh-ſtreer-Hill. 


Hen Hodge firſt ſpy'd the Labour in Vain, 
Grown ſince he paſs'd by Pudding -laut; 

reach his Chin up as he gaz d, 
leyel'd with his Forehead rais d, | 
ith Face that Horizontal lyes, | | | 
th gaping Mouth and ſtaring Eyes; | 
porting on his Staff his Jaw, 
took the Height of what he ſaw. 
one that makes an Obſervation, 
ap-fall'n he ſtood with Admiration : 
ut was (altho to Cart contin'd) 

Irtuoſo in his kind; 
id long he ſtockt up in his Crown. 
hat ere he ſaw or heard in Town: | 9 
thin his muſty Fancy mew'd, | 
ated into Similitude : 
lat whatſoever Subject fell, 
e Bargains ready had to fell. 
o the Similitude's moſt pat, | 
ems that Men ſay they know not what. | 
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The Deſcription: 


A New Spout to quench the Fire, 

Or elſe to draw the Smoak up higher: 
A Model of a Pepper-Box, 
Or Microſcope to view an Ox; 
Or elſe a Candleſtick to place a Light 
For ſuch as travel in the Night : 
Or Chriſtmas Candle over-grown, 
Not to ſhew Light, but to be ſhown :; 
Or elſe a Torch with -gilded Flames, 
To ſteer the Boats that row on Thames : 
Or elſe a Piece of Art and Labour, 
Of Hook — out ArchiteCting Baber. 
When long he thus himſelf had gueſt, 
Nor could the ſwallow'd Sight digeſt 
He ask'd a Wag at the next Stall, 

To whom belongs this Houſe fo tall. 


The Boy's Anſwer. 


Ty E City Monument is this, 

In token that our Mayor did piſs. 

It ſeems when London's Mayor does (tale, 
She by conſent too lays her Tail. 

Body's ſo great may bear the Expence 

Of ſuch a vaſt Sirreyerence : 

But *tis a Heap which would have rent 
All but the City's Fundament. 
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* * 


Rex & Grex. 


EA and Grex are of one ſound, 
But Dux does Rex and Grex confound, 
our of Dax could nave his fill, 
hen Rex of Grex might have his Will. 
re Subſidies to ten would turn, 
id Grex would laugh, that now does mourn, 
b Rex! thy Grex does ſtill complain, 
t Dux bears Crux, and Crux not Dax again. 


— — 


ä 
—— 


(Weſtminſter Wedding : Or, The Town- 
Mouth ; alias, the Recorder of Lon- 
don and his Lady, Feb. 17. 1679. 


IS ſaid when George did Dragon ſlay, 
He ſav'd a Maid from cruel fray. 

ut this Sir George, whom Knaves do brag on, 
it of the Maid, and caught the Dragon; 
Ince which theefurious Beaſt ſo fell, 

ares, roars, and yawns like Mouth of Hell: 
Wt raves and tears; his bad Condition 

Diſtracts his Mind as late Petition. | 
ace Man, or. Beaſt (or both) to pleaſe ye 
Parliament will ſurely eaſe ye. 

arriage and Hanging both do go 

y Deſtiny : Sir George, if ſo, 

o ſtand as fairly both to have; 


V ever yet did Fool or Knave : 
"Og The 
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The firſt your Wife hath help'd ye to, 

The other as a Rogue's your due: 

No other way is left to tame ye; 

And if you have it not, then blame me. 

But c're it comes and things are fitting, 

Judg of his Merits by his getting: 

He'as got a ven'mous Heart and Tongue, 

With Vipers, Snakes and Adders hung : 

By which in Courts he plays the Fury, 

Hectors Complainants, Law and Jury: 

His Impudence hath all Laws broken, 

(To th*Jadges Honour be it ſpoken ) 

For which he got a Name that ſtinks 

Worſe than the common Jakes or Sinks. 

But to allay the Scent ſo hot, 

George from the Court has Knighthood got 

Beſtow'd upon him for his bawling, 

A Royal Mark for Caterwauling:  _ 

But certain George muſt never boaſt on't, 

C2nſe Traitors, Cheats and Pimps have moſt on! 
Now Rogue enough he got in favour, 

To bind good Men to worſe Behaviour; 

And bark aloud they will deceive ye, 

In that he matches Tribe of Levi; 

Who now with Pope bear all before em, 

Prieſts made Juſt Aſſes of the Qaorum. 

Faith make em Judges too, moſt fine-o, 

And then they'll preach it all Divino. 

There's ſomewhat more that George has got, 

( For * Trevor left him who knows what ) 

A Teeming Lady-Wife, nay more, 0 

A Hanſenkelder got beſore: eee 


Ct. 


* Sir John Trevor, ſaid to be bis Ladys Gallant in the tim 
hor Widowbood, Bic. EIT TT. 


phe tim 
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As true a Wench they ſay for kiſſing, 

As &er her * Father was for piſſing; 

Who thought his Tool could Fire quench, 
zecauſe it oft had ſerv'd his Wench. 

) happy City! when the Brains, Sir, 

Of Elders—hangs in Furs and Chains, Sir. 
But one thing more I can't let paſs, 

Vhen George with F Clodpate feaſted laſt, 
[muſt ſay Clodpate was a Sinner, 

o jerk his Brother ſo at Dinner; ) 

e by his Almanack did diſcover, 

is Wife ſcarce thirty Weeks went over, 

er ſhe (poor thing) in pieces fell, 

hich made Mouth ſtare and bawl like Hell; 
nd Puppy-like there told him truly, 

rt Jeap he had was but laſt July. 

Vhat then, you Fool, ſome Wives miſcarry, 
Ind reckon June for January. 

This Clodpate did aſſert as true, By » 
Vhich he by old Experience knew 3 © 
but all his canting would not do. 

vrge put him to't upon denial, 

Vhich ſet him bard as Wale man's Trial: 

bey rail'd and bawl'd, and kept a pother, 
\nd like two Curs did bite each other; 

hich brought ſome Sport, but no Repent ance, 
d off they went to |} Harrs Sentence, 

hich ſoon they paſs?d againſt all Laws, 

o plut their Rage and Popiſh Cauſe : 

or which Injuſtice, Knaves, we hope 

owINlend together in the Rope: 


O 2 And 


„ — 


* Sir Tho. Bloodworth Lord-Mayor in the time of t 
eadful Fire of London, 1666. 
Sir Wil. Scroggs Lord C. Juſtice. | | 
{| Ben), Harris the Bookſeller, 
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And when the Gallows ſhall you ſwallow, il 
We'll throw up Caps, and once more hollow. [hi 
If this we wiſh from private Grudg, I 
Or as their Merit, England's Judg : pre 
\Vho ſeek the Nation to enthral, uw! 
Are treach'cous Slaves and Villains all. uſt 
And when Confuſion ſuch does follow, or 
We'll throw up Caps, and once more hollow. 1 
U 
That's their Exit, ee 
Tho they Rex. it, 00 


We ſhall Grex-it. 


The Fancy: Or, The D. of Yorks lt 


Farewel. 1 
H 
S Ja walking was the other day, Wo 


( Where do not ask me, for I will not ſay) 

I fancy'd ' mongſt a Grove of Trees I ſpy'd 

A Man ſtocd muſing by a Water-ſide: 

I wiſh *rwas but a Fancy, but no doubt 

You'll think it more when you have heard it out, 
The Perſon was a very tall black Man, 

Above the common $7ze almoſt a Span 

His Face was melted ig moſt piteous ſort, 

In all things elſe he was of Royal Port. 

But if ill Looks alone Majeſtick be, 

Commend me to that Face for Majeſty, 

For't had enough Il] ſwear for two or three. 

To this tall Man inſtantly joyn'd another, 

Ol juſt his Stature, whom he call'd his Broti 

Richly encircled with a numerous Ring, (Kin 


Which ſhew'd he wanted nought but * 
| Sl 
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metime they ſilent ſtood, till all were gone, 
hen talleſt bid his Brother to go on, 
'hich thus he did. 
[ ſhall, Great Sir, my laſt Diſcourſe retrieve, 
pray you like Attention to it give: 
our Caſe peculiar is, peculiar too 
oſt be your Care, or you'll your ſelf undo. 
or humble Stations, Induſtry or Wir, 
\ ſecond way may find, if fir{t don't hit: 
ut he that's mounted on a Sov'raign Throne, 
er had nor can have other ways than one 
ocurb the ſawcy Vulgar, and pull down 
heir Cobweb Rights, that circum ſcribe the Crown; 
Ake off their Shackles, let the Bumkins know, 
oother Almighty is than you below, 
0 ſpoil your Game, Sir, while you do thus dally, 
1 follows him that ſtands on ſhall 7, Hall 7? 
00 cow the Bold, and keen the Coward's Heart, 
Vhilſt you divided act the doubtful part. 
Had you when this damn'd City flam'd but run, 
od cut their curſed Throats, your Work you'd 
ay). (done: 
heir Blood you ſhou'd have made the Fire meet, 
Vith Bodys fed the Flames in ev'ry Street. 
odo and undo ſorts well ſorry things, 
out is beneath the Majeſty of Kings. 
a or nothing's writ on all they do, 
we Monarchs know no Medium *tween theſe two. 
Vbat is't you ſtick at, Sir, would you retreat? 
dure now too far engag?d, and muſt them beat, 
Jrbeaten be; ride, or be ridden now: 
never back muſt look who holds the Plow. 
ay be you would not Promiſe break, or Oath ; 
ln! all the World do's know you can do both. 
otheFith great Advice but to'ther day you ſaid 
(Kin) Parliaments and Councils you'd be led: 
ame | Q 3 
Sol | | 


A 


To 
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To day you think it fit to let us know, 
(What cer you ſaid ) you ne'er intended ſo. 
Fools to their Word ! but Princes great like you, 
To novght but their Intentions mult be true. 
What is't, the Laws you tender are to break? 
It's known that's but a Scruple and too weak: 
For Laws are nothing, but the Ties and Bands 
Are made to ſhackle up your Subjects Hands. 
Your ſilly Clergy Sir, tho meer lackdaws, 
Yet they do preach you vp above all Laws, 
That Laws *bove Subjects are, but that the King 
(God bleſs him) is bove Laws and ev'ry thing; 
And teach from ſacred Leaves, not any thing 
Of Law or Promiſe can confine a King. 
Or for meet Tools is't you ſo doubt ful ate? 
If this be it. Il] eaſe you of that Care 
Damn'd Villains of intrinſick Worth 1 have, 
And more obedient than a Turkiſh Slave: 
If you but bid em thruſt their bloody Knives 
In Fathers Throat, in Childrens, or in Wives; 
In any but their own, they'll ready dot, 
And lay them ſprawling at your ſacred Foot. 
I have my Teagues and Tories at my beck, 
Will wring their Necks off like a Chickens Neck: 
Try'd Rogues that never ſhall ſo much as ſtart, 
To tear from Mother's Womb the Infant's Heart. 
Firſt Rape, then rip her up in one half hour; 
Two Luſts they'll ſatiate do but give em Power: 
Faint Rogues will melt and have their W 
( Feats 
At Fathers Groans, or at a Mother's Tears. 
But wine are Monſters fit for any Prince, | 
Not plagu'd with Conſcience, no nor preg 
chile. 
The Flames of Hell, Horror of endleſs Pain, 
{ Thoſk Clergy-cheats to propagate their uy 4 
They 
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hey ridicule, and ſcorn to lend an Ear; 
t Knaves for Profit preach, and Fools go hear 
he Tales of future Bliſs, not worth a Ruſh; 
ne Bird in hand with them's worth two i'th'Buſh. 
chers now ſerve you but for conſtant Pay; 
ly Hounds will hunt, and live upon their Prey. 
s WM vicgios Haunch, or well-bak' d Lady's Breaſt, 
o them is better than a Ven'ſon Feaſt : | 
bes Pettiroes cut large in Arms and Legs, 
hey far prefer fore Pettitoes of Pigs: 
jor ſpan long Infants, that like Carps are ſtewd 
their own Blood, their Iriſb Chaps have chew'd : 
nd Fathers Cauls have Candles made to light 
hoſe damn'd inhuman Banquets of the Night. 
hate?er you'd have, whate'er your Fancy craves, 
it nod, tis done by my obedient Slaves. 
hey know no ſcruple, no Commands diſpute 
It dot as ready as a Turkiſh Mute. 
You ſee, Sir, where you are, your Royal Date 
rows out if you don't ſoon ſupport the State. 
0 [hake off Parliaments may be too great, 
nd put you in too violent a Sweat: 
o baſſte therefore, but nor caſt them off; 
o hold them ſtill, but hold them but in ſcoff, 
uſt be your Work; for we are weaken'd ſo, 
hat we muſt drive the Nail that firſt will go; 
id this too we muſt do with gentle hand, 
lat tho they ſee they may not underſtand. 
When January comes, Cold and ill Way 
il call it Love to put em off till May. 
May ſome odd Intelligence comes newly, 
on't ſuffer you to hold them until Fly - 
nd -July's ſo with Heat and Sickneſs vext, 
7 prorogues them to November next 
N time's ill manag'd if before that day 
') Peable bent to throw all Masks away. 
They O 4 This 
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This far exceeds Diſſolvings in my mind, 
And gives to your Deſigns a better blind, 
For if two Parliaments you flight, I doubt 
The Rogues will then begin to ſcent us out. 
For watchful with erected Looks, the Herd 
Stands liſt'ning now, concerned and afeard, 
As Covy half o'erſpread, half ſcap'd the Net, 
And ten times harder than at firſt to ſet : 
So People ſlipt out of the Nooſe or Train, 
Are much more harder to be caught again. 
With Prorogation therefore ſhort and ſoft, 
They muſt be treated : Theſe repeated off, 
Will chafe them ſo, that either mad with Raye, 
They'll bring the old Rebellion on the Stage; 
Or ſullen fit, and fleer on all you do, 
(The far more dang'rous Humour of the tuo) 
Their dogged Nature now its Venom vents, 
In chooſing damn'd and plaguy Parliaments. 
Poor Fools! their Rage do's far out- run their Vi 
For you muſt ne'er intend that they ſhall (it: 
But mock their Choice, and mock their Seſſion iu 
No other way we have our Work to do, 
One Plot is better than ten Parliaments ; 
They give but Taxes, this ſnou'd give theit del 
A thouſand of the richeſt in we'll ſcrew 
Into a Plot they never heard or knew. 
If three hundred thouſand Pounds a year wouldd 
FI three times three by this Plot help you to. 
This Sir's the bus'neſs, how to get fit Stuff 
Is all the care, and I have Rogues enough; 
Do you but Judges get, I'll Juries find, 
And Witneſſes according to your Mind. 
They're ſuch pure Rogues, twill do you pry 


How daring, bold, and bravely they will ſea 
; Tk 


nc 
bc 
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hey ſnan t, like Bedlow, Dug dale, Oates, and ſuch? 

nſider firſt, for fear they ſpeak too much; 

or let their Conſcience maim their Evidence, 

bro tender fear of hurting Innocence: 

or do I caxe for a Fanatick Nooſe, 

| ſhall Fanaticks be have ought to loſe ; 

de, Jury, Witneſſes, we'll all enſure, 

nd Devil's in't if all be not ſecure. 

et ſhou'd this miſs, don't you diſcourag'd be; 

o form a new, leave to my Prieſts and me. 

ike Pins, one Plot ſhall drive another out, 

ill we have brought our only Plot about. 

ve, irt work to fave your Friends, that Point well 

3 ( done 
Like Shirts ) more Plots we've to our _— than 

one. 

hey fain would foil your Plots, and fill your Ears 

Vith Regicide Intents, to raiſe your Fears. 

his fruitleſs Gun, that Dagger ſtabs your Belly, 

hen you know all better than they can tell ye. 

Go on, Sir, never fear the heedleſs Herd, 

bey have no Courage but when you're afeard : 

Vn me lay all the fault of Crown and Age, 

|| fafely ſcreen you from the Peoples Rage: 

nd when ill Accident a Plot does ſpoil ; 

e they 1] call Roꝑue, but you Moſt Graciabs ſtile : 

or Loyalty awes them in ev'ry thing; 

ho you deſtroy them, yet God ſave the King. 

bo you them ſtab, and I but hold the Knife, 

ſtill they'll pray for's Majeſty's long Life. 

ow I'll ſtep in, mine ſhall be the next Fate; 

ut I'll do ſomething ſhall deſerve their Hate. 

Thus greateſt Sir, you're greateſt Prince alive, 

ct Plot according to its Proſpect thrive ; 

year nd thrive it ſhall, if you'll but do your part, 

id from propoſed Methods never ſtart. 


Net 


jo 


For 
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For Plots like Clockwork are, one Pin pulbd ou Wrdo! 
Do's all its Order and its Beauty rout. f dot 
Steddy your Hand, keep Parliaments at Bay, tis 
Not on, nor off, nor working, nor at play. Clet 
Clip ev'ry Tongue you find do's hang too long, bin: 
It's taking Wind makes ev*ry thing ſcent ſtrong, ho, | 

This if you do, ill Fortune I'll defy, be 
All other things pray leave to Fate and l. you 
And now I'l] dive again beneath the Show, Peoj 
And act my Puppets will by Art below. nake 
not 
furt 
prea 


He being gone, in ſteps a certain Lord, 
Who had ſeen all, and heard too ev'ry Word. 
Great Sir, ſaid he, Who can tell what to ſay ! 
If you by Popiſh Councils mean to ſway, ſe u 
Curſt be that Council, and the Men that do 
Per ſuade you to your ruin, and ours too! 

A Thouſand Sir, Ten Thouſand let your Broth: 
In's next Book write, 1f he dare write another, 
Ten Gentry envys new What one has got, 

For God's fake write us all in the next Plot; 
All but your Papiſts, Sir, all but a few Dea 
(Oh ſhame to name it !) of our Clergy Crew, 
Bate bur theſe two, and let them take the Pole, 
They'll hardly get another Engliſh Soul. a | 
For one's damn'd Envy, and the other's Pride, 
Have reconcil'd all England elſe beſide. | 
Higher Huffs than his could ne'er this Nation aue, 
On our ſide ſtand the People and the Law. 

For don't miltake, Sir, it's by Law alone 
Your Right's derived to our Engliſh Throne. 
Set that aſide, and make the Law a Sham ; 

No Sov'reign you, nor I no Subject am. 

For ſelf-ſame Laws give you your Dignity, 
Give me my Life, my Fortune, Liberty. 


Pardo 
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don if, Sir, leſs decent this is ſaid, 

doth become a Member to his Head. 

this found Doctrine is, tho cully Brother 
Clergy Wights wou'd fain bring up another, 
kin this Circle of the Law, great Sir, 

pd, but out of it will never ſtir : 

be King you'l be content, I will 

you Allegiance and Obedience ſtil]. 

peoples Right and their brave Engliſh Laws 
nake the ſtrongeſt Side and juſteſt Cauſe, 

not your keeping us from Parliaments 

farther or advantage your Intents. 

greater are the Chooſers than the Choice, 
nds Free-holders have a Mighty Voice. 

ſe wel unite, and thoſe aſſociate; 

if we can't defend our Lives and State, 
[fairly fall, and Free- men to our Graves 
[rather go by far than to live Slaves. 

Anceſtors ſhan't curſe us in their Tombs, 

r (hall our Children in their Mothers Womb.) 
leſt us free, and We ours free will leave, 
Death our Hopes and us ſhall both deceive. 

bus ſaid, with threatning Looks he went away, 


the 


lc, WI | trudg'd too, as quite afraid to ſtay : 
| went, 1 met with honeſt Ve, 
' when I more do hear, I more will tell ye. 
We, 1 


Bill on the H. of Commons Door, 
| April the 15th, 1680. 


tlemen, 


/ Hen laſt you were here th? Houſe was to be 
(let 
o to the Pope and the Frenchmen tis ſet ; a 


00 
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If you'l club in amongſt them, be quickly reſoly; 
Or elſe you mult home again roguꝰd or diſſoly; 

We'l try for another may ſerve our Intention, 
That will England betray for a Place or a Penſig 
That's the Life of the Cauſe, and the end of |; 
(vention 
We loſt an old Sett wou'd have done it no doi 
But Pox on ill Luck, tor Rogue Tommy was out, 
Cou'd we get emagain, we'd hug and collogye'y 
Nor D--#y,nor Dutcheſs ſhould ever prorogye' 

An honeſt Endeavour to make us all Slaves: 

Pray which the worſt evil, the Cauſe or the Kan 
Old Albion looks ill, ſhe was heard to complain, 
Her Head, Oh! her Head was the Cauſe of the bit 
It's all on a Lump, for it cannot diſcover 
*Twixt its Catholick Foes and the Proteſtant Lon 
Her Empricks, and Quacks, called Divine, ant 
(ſome Civil, 

| Adviſe her to bleed again for the King's Evil; 
But better theRogues were ſent quick to the Deil 
What? Bleed an old Woman, Spring, Winter &t 
Don't you know ſhe's too old to be practis d wich 
But if you do venture once more to attempt it, 
It's Forty to One you're the firſt that repent it 
For your Plots and your Murders and he 
| | try j0 
Tho Monſieur and Torys and Devil ſtand by ya 
| | | Faxit Di 
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The Reſpondent, or Litany for Litany. 


Rom Kings that wou'd ſell us to pay their old 
(Scores. 

m faving of Traitors, and ſhutting the Doors 
the Senators Houſe by advice of the Whores, 

| Good Lord deliver us. 
m tricking the People out of their juſt Rights, 
om making Confuſion and Plots oar Delights, 
d from dubbing Rogues Juſtices, Judges and 
Knights, Good Lord deliver us. 
vm giving our Coin to uphold Subornation, 
m contriving the Death of the beſt 'th* Nation. 
dembracing the Doctrine of Equivocation, 


en Good &c, 
2 abuſing Grand Jurys in Gazerr's Sedition, (on, 
* om publiſhing Lyes call'd the Country's Contriti- 


hen none but the Popeling abhor'd the Petition, 
Good &c. 
ombeing ſo cheap, when we ſwear what we'll do, 
1s believ'd of none ſhould we chance to ſay true, 
hen our Credit abroad is not worth an old Shoo, 
Good Cc. 
om aſſiſting the Papiſts and French all were able, 
om calling their Murders and Plots but a Fable, 
id declaring our Heir but a By-blow at Table, 
| Good &c. 
om ſhedding of Blood and the Innocents kill, 
om marchiog more Forces again to Eage- Hil, 
o ſet up a Dagon, or Pleaſure and Will, 
| Good &c, 


From. 
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From Churches Tantivy who rail at Diſſenter 
From Pulpit Alarms, of War the Fomenter, 
Who of Godlineſs ever have been the Tormen 
Good 
From a plotting falſe Duke that delighteth in iq 
Half Fool and half Knave, that never did G00 
But the welfare of England hath ever withſtooſ 
Good 
From his having the Crown, while it is bis: 
By Fire and Faggot to ſet up the Pope, ({ 
Whoſe Treaſons deſerve both a Hatchet and N 
Good! 
From treating with Wiloughby, Mordant, Cely 
To carry on Plots againſt John Presbyter, 
And then to come off like a Sow with one Ear, 
Good! 
From poſting to Town to have headed the Boyz 
And the murd'ring Papiſts who were the Deco 
To burn a few Rumps and ſome other ſuch Toys 
l Good 
From fretting and faming, and hunting about 
For little Vill Waller, who gave us the Rout, 
For which piece of Service we got him turndo 
| Good 
For coaching Le Marr, and his Mother Lovelan 
From the Tower to St. Fames*s.to Croydon the Stril 
To inſtruct the poor Fool the next way to bes 
Goode 
From paying Five Hundred Pounds to our Fopy 
And the perjur'd Rogues for Chimerical Traps, 


And at laſt to ſpeed worſe than we did of ourCl 
Goode 


Fre 
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om Mungril * Chriſtians at the next bloody 


rs, a | Trial, 
en here the Right Noble + Buck. — at his Bay will 
000 +," LTP. os 
pd the Truth it muſt out it in ſpite of denial, _ 

300 Good, &c. 


om printing the Matter without our Directions, 

which it's preſum'd there will be Reflections 

Knaves of all colours, the Kingdoms Infections, 
| Good, Cc. 

m Buggary, Sodomy, Perjuries, Slanders, 

mn the Villains th? Tower, and all their By- 


Dod 

Cell | ( ſtanders, 
jen all are as falſe as the ſaving of Flanders, 

ar Good Lord deliver us 


Chriſtian and Blood. f Duke of Buckingham. 
The de Popiſh Lords in the Tower. 


—— r 


— — 


ae Elegy on Coleman. 


Heav'n be pleas d when Sinners ceaſe to ſin: 
Hell be pleas*d when Souls are damn'd therein 
ith be pleas'd when it's rid of a Knave, 

1 all are pleas'd, for Colemar's in his Grave. 


Fre News 


208 POEMS on 


News from Weſtminſter, 


3 News from Weſtminſter, the like 
(never he; 

A (1) Treaſurer in Pantaloons, a (2) Biſhop yi 
(out Bez 

A (3) Judg with a Perriwig to his Waſte hy 
Ing doy 

A (4) Speaker of the Commons an Me 
(a G0 


(1) 0sb——n, (2) Cr—w. (3) Athyns. (4) 9 


— 


A Litany. 


Rom the lawleſs Dominion of Mitre and Cre 
Whole Tyrannies are ſo abſolute grown, 
That Men become Slaves to the Altar and Thi 
And can call neither Bodies nor Souls their on 
Libera ms, ( 
From a Reverend py-bald Theologick Profellr 
From a Proteſtant zealous for a Popiſh Succelh 
Who for a great Biſhoprick il] leaves a lelkt 
And ne'er will die Martyr, nor make good Confel 
| | Libera uu 


From Deans and from Chapters who live att 
Whoſe Letchery lies in renewing Church-Leak 
Who live in Cathedrals like Maggots in Check 
And lie like Abby-Lubbers ſtew'd in their 
Greaſes, 

| Libera 1 


(uf 


ol. III. State- Affairs. 109 
im Oxford and Cambridg Scholaſtical Fry, 
hoſe Leachery's with their Landreſs to lie, 
Church and Stare their Wants to ſupply, 
tat Religion and Learning may never die, 
| Libera nos, &c. 
om 2 comfortable — Divine, 
m 4 Criſſingle Parſon in Silk Caſſock ſine, 
ho loves no Tobacco, no Women, nor Wine, 
x any Religion, ſo of the right Line, 
| Libera nos, &. 
m a ſpruce Court-Chaplain, whoſe Pulpit rings 
th Jure Divino of — and Kings; 
nd from true Scripture fa 


Iſe Evidence brings, 
hat King ſhip & Prieſthood are two ſacred things, 
Libera nos, &c. 
ma Miniſter of the Engliſh Church Breed, 
other Churches own Son by Epiſcopal Seed, 
bo turns to burleſque the Lords-Pray'r & Creed, 
d can the whole Bible tidicule for a need, 
| OY Libera nos, &c. 
om a ſcandalous limping litigious * Vicar, 
whom bis Pariſh grows ſicker and ſicker, 
ho taught his dull Maid to grow quicker and 
(quicker, 
d who ſtole the Tankard when he drunk out 
the Liquor, 
| Libera nos, &c. 
mM a Ceremony-Monger, who rails at Diſſenters, 
d damns Non- conformiſts in the Pulpit he enters, 
et all the Week long his own Soul he ventures, 
I being fo drunk, that he cutteth Indentures, 
Libera nos, &c. 


1 — 
8 
— 


— — —„- —— 


* The Parſon ef Croydon. 
f D Frony 
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From a young Boy ordain'd tho a — he hasnoy 
From a Journyman Preacher to ſome dipnij 
W ho whatever Text he preaches upon, (Dry 
Still talks of Rebellion and Forty One, 
Libera ns, | 
From the * Biſhops Chaplain who ſcribbles ex 
On whom once Cook beſtow'd a dry baths | 
W bo in his old Age young Fleſh would be taſting 
And now writes for Bread to keep him from faſti 
Libera non | 
From a Proteſtant Church where a Papiſt muſt ray 
From an Oxford Parliament calld in vain, 
Who becauſe Firz- Harris the Plot would makeplit 
Was diſſolv'd in a fit, and fent home again, 
| Libera no, N 
From Fools and Knaves, Prerogative Tories, 
From a Church that for the Babylon Whore is, 
From a Prince like a Pear, who rotten at Core 
From a Court that has Millions, yet as Fob poor! 
Libera nos, & 
From a French Whore at Whitehat, and _ 
Par 
From Dangerfield's Plot outdone by Fitz- Harm, 
Deliver us Lord from the ſelf- ſame thing, 
From the King of France, and from the French Rid 


__—__ 


—— —„ 


* Sir Roger L Eſtrange. 
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* 
8 
— — 


he Downfal of the French Bitch, 
England's Metropolitan Strumpet, 
The three Nation's Grievance, 
The pickled pocky Whore, 
Rowley's Dalilah, 
all in a word, 


The damn'd dirty Dutcheſs. 


T7 Hat! down in the Dirt? By St. Leonard 
( her Grace 
ks vilely I'll warrant : That ominovs place 
ks upward and downward, has giv'n her a 
| ( Gliſter, 
ind her ſelf tumble juſt over her Siſter. 
ke haſte to Newmarket to air the French Tool, 
me» ſhould ſmell her, *twould give him a Stool. 
: Wench of St. Martins who gave us the Clap, 
Veh, drawn in Kennel, as *twas her Miſhap, 
the thing that beſhit us having got the wild 
(ſquirt, 
nothing ſo noiſom as Dutcheſs ith'Dirt. 
n faugh! Carwel, faugh ! for a ſtinking French 
(Bitch; 
t Shore was more wholeſom when dead in 2 
(Ditch. 
came the Miſchance, if it was one, let's know ? 
I the ſpoil of the Land o'erballanc'd her ſo, 
t ſhe ſunk by the Weight her Whoredom had 
; | (gotten 
be ber ſupport now her Carcaſe is rotten ? 
7 
2 p 2 Never 
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Never Whore ſo miſtaken! Faith, Rome), 


G 
Is lame on all four, not fit for the Race. 
Let Shoreditch be famous for the Fall and the Fol 
It has given two Whores who ſunk in its Soil: 
Had the laſt but lain by it as long as the firſt, 
It had eas'd three Nations that in her arecurs{ 
Howe'er we all thank you, you did your Ende on 
To have laid her as faſt, and unwilling to leave ine 
The Men of Art tell us the Stars do portend, 
That her Fall in that place preſages her End: ben 
As Rowley grows ſtiff, and can leap her no m 
She'll rot in a Ditch as her Siſter Fane Shore, I 
Pray Heaven it prove ſo! then Gadbury ſhall, le 
If he gueſs right in this, be pardon d for all, Wn: 


j 


rth 
5 | — — 5 Jl 
weak 
. 0U 4 
The Obſcure Prince, 

tu 

Or, 
| ith 
The Black Box boxed. 1 


Heavens! the weakneſs of my unkind fa 

Better ſome Peaſant had begor me rath: 
He wou'd not black himſelf, his Wife defame, 
And after Marriage Baſtard me proclaim 3 
Through panick Fear thus in Perillus roar, Rl 
To gratify a Brother, or a Whore, 
Honour diſclaim, by Fools and Knaves 
Nay, wou'd it paſs, deny me for his Child : * 
Deſtroy my Right gainſt God and Nature's 
To prop the falling of their tott'ring Cauſe: 


PL 
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ſue a Chace more of the Gooſe than Fox, 
d the ſhamm'd Story of the blackned Box; 
y the Truth long in the Aſhes hid, 
owning now what Biſhop Fuller did ; 
he perform'd the Marriage- Office, &er 
u cou'd enjoy my wronged Mother dear. 
other Terms ſhe ſcorned with her Soul, 
o means were us'd with her both fair and foul ; 
itneſs your ſelf what Mother-Queen did do, 
des the Offers that were made by you. 
hen might Paſſions brought you down fo ill, 
ur Grief befool'd the French Phy ſician's Skill, 
id at grim Death's approaches out did cry, 
| let me marry with her, or I die : 
mas then ſhe yielded and became your Wife. 
this is truth, ll prove it with my Life; 
t you may ſave the trouble if you pleaſe, 
ak like your ſelf, and al) the Kingdom eaſe. 
ware my Father, Sir, Pi] Duty pay 
ito your ſelf until your dying-day. 
twhen that falls (which God foreſlow ) Sir, | 
il take the Name of Royal Majeſty, 
thout offence to any, as my due, 
rn me by God, by Nature, Sir, and You : 
hen (if I live) the wronged World ſhall know, 
I Wedlock I was got, and born in't too, 
hat I am Heir undoubted to the Crown, 
Ind will enjoy it when you lay it down, 
ſpite of Papiſts, manger all their Hate, 
eir Hope ſhall find I am legitimate. 
ad ſtand by me with your utmoſt Breaths, 
lruin Rome, or die ten thouſand Deaths ; 
IN make France tremble alſo &er I've done, 
kltroy thoſe Plagues that murder Chriſtendom, 
That true Religion in the Land may flow, 
ot Forms and Int'reſt which are called ſo : 
3 And 
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And ſhou'd I ever alter what I ſay, 
Let God forſake me on my dying-day. 
| War 
Enough brave Prince, we'll take your Ry 
And will defend you by the dint of Sword 
*Gainſt all Oppoſers whoſoe'er they are; E 
We'll ſtand or fall, and in your Fortunes ſhare ML : 
And after Charles, who wrongs you of your CrowWne 
Shall cut a Million of true Engliſh down. Ind 
Hon foit qui mal y re 


— — loſt 


\ 


Upon the Diſpute in the Choice of Sherif 
this Paper following was ſpread abro 
directed to the Worthy Citizens of Lot 0 


don. ( 
| Reſpice & Cave. - 
t 

Gentlemen; 


Na is the time, acquit your ſelves like Men, 
Elſe who can ſay you'll ever ſee't agen? 
Divide not for your Lives, their Work is done, 
Down mult the Papiſts go, and * Aout h mult run 

Let not his Imprecations us befool, 

He's worſe than mad that truſts a Torłiſts Tool, 
Shou'd he now chooſe us Sheriffs, - Clodpate Juli 
We fall as Victims to their Popiſh Furies. 
O!] Heaven direct us to unite we pray, 
Old England's Fate depends upon this Day, 
And thoſe unborn too bleſs or curſe us may. 


— 


* Sir Geo. Jefferics. ＋ Sir Will. Scroggs- ; 
| * tho 
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idem. 


Ewis of France hath been the Proteſtants Scourge, 
Lad * Lewis of London is the Papiſts Drudg, 
ie plays the Tyrant to uphold his Luſt, 

Ind London's Villain doth betray his Truſt. 

yrant and Traitor Lewis is no leſs, 

nd Mouth and Clodpate do make up the meſs: 

boſe up the Poll, or Lewis by this Light, 

ſour own ſhall off ro do the City right. 


— — 


—D a 


0n Dr. Stil fleet Dean of St. Paul's. 


O have I ſeen a Dean of St. Paul's, 
( Irenicum withdrawn) 

Shifting about to blow the Coals 

for Rome againſt diſſenting Souls, 
And all for Sleeves of Lawn. 


An Advertiſement to a Proteſtan- 
Grand- Jury. 


O15 not theſe following Lines, 
Or count them idle things 
A Stander-by ſees more ſometimes 
Than thoſe that game with Kings. 
Forewarn'd, fore-arm'd, 


— 


* Sir Simon Lewis then Sheriff of London. 
P 4 Mac * 


Wl 
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Mac k- Ninmes Caſe looks deſperate, 
The Papiſts Cauſe the ſame. 

The Traitors ſtruggle with their Fate : 

Then Patriots now beware their Hate; 

Look to your ſelves ere't be too late, 
Or all is on a Flame. 


216 


A Country Hodg heard Torys fay, 
As he was walking home, 

October's three and twentieth Day 

Began the bloody I»: Fray, 

And then to Fadeg- Hill took its way, 
Remember Forty One. 


This truſty Roger told for true, 

"Tis odds he gueſſes right; 
AMack—had prepar'd his murd ring Crew 
At unawares to murder you, 
And by that Blow the Land ſubdue, 

As ye lit late at Night. 


Unleſs in time ye him prevent, 

Be arm'd againſt thoſe Fears, 
Ne er truſt to Rowley's Compliment, 
When Actions ſpeak the ill intent, 
Who never yet lov'd Parliament, 

W hate'er he ſays or ſwears. 


What if tis ſaid that Mack. ſhall go, 
The Fool the Knave may truſt. 


Stand on your Guard, prevent this Blow, 


No matter whether he runs or no, 
_ *T1is you muſt Papiſts overthrow, 
Let Devil do his worſt. 


Hiſteni 


ol; | 
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Hiſtoria Tuta. 


Enry the Prince fell by his trembling Sire, 
Who by his Recreant Son did next expire. 

oud of his ill-got State, enthron'd he ſtands, 

id on the People lays oppreſſive Hands. 

hey unaccuſtom'd to the heavy Yoke, 

piſn his Rapines by a fatal ſtroke. 

Brother to the next creates much Strife, 

ins at his Crown, and daily ſeeks his Life: 

im eaſy, vain, and weak Court-Pimps deceive, 

d Brother's Crimes Prieſts bid him not believe; 

ce ſtupid grown, Sloth, Luſt, and want of Care 

raw diſmal Ruin on him unaware, 

bis Truth the Roman Poets ſang of old, 

1d in Majeſtick Satyr did unfold : 

inzs without Wounds rarely reſign their Breath, 

nd Tyrants never die a Civil Death. 


Utrum horum mavis accipe. 


it or ſit not, by Law or Sword, 

J Mack falls as flat as Council-board : 

antain our Rights, ſtand faſt together ; 

le hangs, runs, fights, e en chooſe him whether. 

tiennial Laws with Reſolution 

n cure that Plague of Diſſolution; 

t Rowley know unto his Face, p 7 

Law and Juſtice can't take place, © 
ell quit the Land of BothwelPs Race. 


The 
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The City's Advice to the King, 


UT bother day from Exile not by Force, 
With ſhouts of Joy, as Troy their Trojan Hoh 
We took thee in and plac'd thee on the Throm 
Prefer'd thy Happineſs before our own; 
And ſhew'd.the World there is no other thing 
Holds half the Plagues in't as a thankleſs King, 
We full of Peace, of Honour, and of Trade 
Were with ſoft Eaſe and Riches wanton made; 
And ſuch a Surfeit rook of Happineſs, 
*T was only thou couldſt cure our great Exceſ;; 
And thy dear Doſe bath done it in a minute, 
And cur'd-ys quite, or elſe the Devil's in it. 
We then cou'd go to Bed without the Fears 
Of having our Houſes fir'd about our Ears. 
Secure we ſlept without the diſmal fright 
Of Murders, Rapes and Maſlacres i'th' Night. 
But thou, great Prince, haſt cur'd us of this Eak, 
When eber we die *twon't be of that Diſeaſe: Wt i 
Fow now our Sleep like thoſe in Hell appears, Mud 
We always wake with Flames about our Ears. 
Moſt graciouſly we once wholeſale were burn'd, Ml T 
And more than all our City to Aſhes turn'd: 
E'er ſince with retail Fires, now here, now there, 
As pleas'd Rome*sRage,and as their Mark cou d beat 
And now the new Health'mongſt the Tory CrenWea: 
Ist our ſecond Conflagration ? | 3 but true! ut! 


Vet theſe thy Darlings are, and only pleaſe ther, H 
Not one that honeſt is, in England's eaſj: th 
Poor prince! how haſt thou loſt thy Worthy Bras 
For ſuch a curſcd pack of Fools and * 4 Nat 
onſide 
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nlider Charles, was t we, or this vile Rout 

ide thy Return, and ev'ry Street to ſhout ? 

hey drank thy Health, and damn'd themſelves, 
| Lor 103 

it greater good ne'er did, nor can they do: 

hat Fund is this for eicher Peace or Wars? 

1 Angel's Art can't ſteer by ſuch Pole- Stars. 


Hol Go poll each ſtarved Courtezan and Whore, 
one, Mach Clergy Wight and Tory then give o'er, 
or all the Land won't yield thee one Man mare. 


orev'ry Soul beſides ( thine Eyes may ſee Y 

re Engliſh now again, thank God and thee, 

Betimes conſider then thy wandring State, 

he Wheel runs ſwift, it ſoon may be too late. 

by People yet would fain preſerve thy Throne, 

ont force em make thy Brother's Crimes thine 
| (own ; 

r tho they don't believe rhee free from Guilt, 

et they'll n&er ſpy thy Faults unleſs thou wilt. 

Cloſe quickly then, let go thy Brother Elf, 

t next remove of Rage may find thy ſelf. 

Nature Engliſh People willing are | 

0 whip their Princes Mates, but them to ſpare. 

at if to ruin them their Rulers go, 

nd will protect their own and Peoples Foes, © 

jo Man (or Men) their Fury then e'er knows. 3 

Take then Advice before the time be gone ; 

ad Fate of Father ſhou'd inſtruct the Son: 

he ſelf. ſame Crew was his delight, are thine; 

he beſt he lowr*d on, and on the worſt did ſhine. 

eagues, Tories, Rufhans pleas'd him to the Heart: 

it ill-plac'd Pleaſures ever end in ſmart. 

How will the Age unborn thy Conduct mock, 

thou ſhalt ſplit upon the ſelf-ſame Rock. 

$ tWill-skill'd Pilot's blam'd, and not his Luck, 

at runs ſame ſpot he ſaw his Lanthorn ſtruck : 

So 
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So write for Oracle, ſame Foes, ſame Friends, 
Bring them that follow them, to th' ſelf-ſame Ex 


4. 
- 2 Eu * nnn 


On Mun Doyly and Fleet 
Shepherd Eſquires. 


At, ruddy, and dull, 
With an Inch thick of Skull; 
But falſe as the Bags of his Brother ; 
Is that Caterer for News, 
In Taverns and Stews, 


Mun Doyly the Son of his Mother. 


EE 


The great Leg hearing this, 
Thought all was amiſs z 

And to run his Intelligence higher, 
Reſolv'd at a Jump, 
To leaven that Lump, 

With Shepherd that voluble Lyer. 


What notable Tools 

Are a Brace of ſuch Fools, 

In the hands of a young Politician ; 
When the Colonel did chuſe 
Falſe Wit, and falſe News, 

Sure he needed much more a Phyſician. 


Yet poor Shepherd may prove 

In time, by Legg's Love, 
As famous as Markham or Needham 
Or Rerkinhead the Great, 

Who employs all his Sweat 
In witty ſmart Ballads (God ſpeed him). 


Retut! 


E 


ol. III. State- Fairs. 


ls 
End Return to the Pot, 
Thou damn'd drolling Sot, 
— MM time, leſt the Gallows attend thee z 
For thou'lt ne%er make ſo good 
A Spy as old. Blood, 
ho Billing and Head do befriend thee. 


In Alehouſes dipt, 
From Oxford thou wert whipt, 

er thy witty Deceits to the Tapſter : 
Thas &er ſince been thy way, 
Thy beſt Friends to betray 3 

lercy proceeded not faſter, 


— — — — — — — 


4 RIDDLE. 


HO's he that's no body's Friend, 
Whoſe Levees yet great Men attend 
Who in Retirement loves to ſneak, 
Yet for Domeſticks oft does ſeek ? 
Folly and Innocence do him dread, 4 


Hes hated, yet he's followed, 

And is interrd before he's dead. 

His Retinue's kept at others Coſt, 

And when he's curſt, he proſpers molt. 


> ANOTHER. 


na Weight, beſide a noted Rogue in grain, 


[ Stand but on one Leg, yet do ſuſtain © 
d'twere an Fi Wind which blew him no gain. 


He 
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He gives me Clothes, when faſt he d have me ty, 
But ſtrips me naked, when his Work I've done. 
Then I, with Arms acroſs, expos d do ſtand, 

' Forc'd to ſubmit to ev'ry Turn of Hand, 

And to inconſtant unſeen Pow'rs command. 

1 once encounter'd was by hardy Fool, 
Who'ad got my Nameſake lodg'd within his Skull 
He me attack'd in wild and frantick Mood, 
And I my Ground, tho in ſwift Mntion, ſtood, 
He from my Arms receiv'd a ſtunning Blow, 
Yet what I was the Coxcomb did not know ; 
And you're more wiſe, if you gueſs what Pm noy, 


Third Riddle. 


O. * to my and I adher*d, 

Till bloody Hands me from from him tear d: t 

In Warmth and Quietneſs we liv'd, 

And, while together, well we thriv'd. 

But naked now Men me expoſe, 

And J excite them too to Blows. . 

Dumb was I born, ſtill have no Voice, 

Yet Courts and Camps I fill with Noiſe. 

I liv'd in Peace, now ſerve in Wars, q3 

p 

. 


( here 


Was Innocent, but now at Bars 

Am try'd, where I move endleſs Jars. 
Great Rogues trade in me by whole: ſale, 
In Parcels too they me retail: 

But when their greater uſe I fail, 

Small lowſy Thieves do in me deal, 

And ſerve their Ends of me piece-meal. * 
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Mg To the old Tune of, Taking of 
Snuff is the Mode of the Court. 


I, 
HE Widows and Maids 
May now hold up their Heads; 
here are Men to be had for all uſes : 
But who could preſage, 
That ever one Age 
jould be ſurniſh'd with two Tem Lucys 
7 
Since his Grace could prefer 
The Poulterer's Heir, 
1d: the great Match his Uncle had made him: 
'Twere juſt if the King 
Took away his blue String, 
nd ſew d him on two to lead him. 


8 . 

That the Lady was ſent 

To a Convent at Ghent, 
4 the Counſel of Kidnapping Grafton; 

And we may now foretel, 

That all will go well, 

e the rough Blockhead governs the ſoft one. 


4. 
Moll Hinton beſt knows, 
Why Newburgh kept cloſe ; 
tt need never trouble her Conſcience 
Twas Duty to clap 
That impertinent p; 
it ſav d us abundance of Nonſenſe. 


5. For 
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For one that jan Peace, 
And would live at his Eaſe, 
Nortbamptos the beſt way bas choſen; 
Leaves courting the Fair 
To his Uncles Care, 
And the combating Part to his Coufin, 


| 6. 
In Shrewsbury we find 
A gen'rous Mind, 
So kindly to live with his Mother: 
And never try yet 
Io revenge the ſad Fate 
Of his Father and only Brother. 


| 7. 
Thus fighting we fee, 
With ſome Folks won't agree; 
A Witneſs a much fafer Poſt is: 
And tho my Lord Grey 
In the Field ran away, | 
He could charge in a Coons of Juſtice. 


"Tis pleaſant to hear | 
An eminent * Peer, | S4 
Make Whoring a Caſe of Conſcience : 
When *tis ſo well known, 

His Favour begun 
By pimping to Portſmouth not long ſince. 


9. 
"Tis a very plain Caſe, 
That the + Counteſs's Diſgrace 
The Catholick Cauſe advances : 
"Tis alſo as plain, 
That TyrconneP's chief Aim 
Was, to bring in his Daughter Frances. 
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10. 

That Church will diſpenſe 

With no Heretick Wench ; 
id yet we have this for our comfort; 
Tho the Prieſt at the Court 
Forbid us that Sport, 
he Chancery allows us a Montfort. 

11. 

Thrice fortunate Boy), 
Who canſt give double Joy, 
nd at every Turn be ready, 

With Pleaſures in ſtore, 

Behind and before, 
0 delight both my Lord and my Lady. 


* 
* 


A Sunday Mornings Ramble. 


1. 
| 1} N Saturday night we ſat late at the Roſe, 
. Carouſing a Glaſs to our Wives good Repoſe. 
After our uſual Mode 3 
Till we drank ſo long, 
That Religion came on, 
For we were full of the God. 
At Pro and at Cor, 
We held till One, 
daa And then we agreed in the Cloſe, 
k To let wording alone, 
And ramble the Town, 
To ſee how Religion grows 


Tu Q 4, We 
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2. Fc 

We began at the Church of St. Peter, ſu 
Whoſe Prebends make many Months water nd 
Religion did here * 
Like grave Matron appear; of 


Neat, but not gaudy, like Courte zan Rome; MWh 
Plain, but no Slut, like your Geneva Dame, 


* She has on an old Stuff, 
With 3 Primitive Ruff, Al 
And ronnd the Seam of her Veſt, ſai 
In Moſick Notes ſcrawl'd allo er, 8 
Leyalty expreſs'd ſhe bore, 0 
By which at her Church we gueſs'd. nc 
F 
1 3. ; 
At the Tombs we did peep, of 
Where the Kings were aſleep, b 
And the Choir melodiouſly chanted, | 
Wichout any Concern, (Su 
As we could diſcern, 1 
Of being Be-quo-warranted. 4 
And we fancy, at the laſt Caſt, Sir, 
When among the reſt, \ 
They came to the Teſt, ] 
St, Peter will deny his Maſter. 2 
5 ( 
Then ſhifting our Proteſtant Dreſs, His 


To the Royal Chappel we preſs, 
Where Religion was fine indeed; 
But with Facings and Fringings, 
With Croſſings and Cringings, ep 
Intirely run up to Seed. et 
Good God ! what Diſtraction there reign'd, Ho 
When Union in Worſhip was feign'd : 
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For I ſpy'd a poor Maid, 
ſuſt come to the Trade, 
ater nd 1 fancy ſhe was but a Learner, 
Who was but at moſt, Sir, 
Half thro Pater-Noſter, | 
hen the Prieſt was at Amen- Corner. 


| 5. 
an Iriſhman's Breeches had half the Petitions, 
ſaw put up there for various Conditions, 
Sent to the Bleſt Maid, 
With care and with ſpeed, 
And ſhe ſoon had a Fellow. feeling; 
For ſhe was not far off, 
But was got up aloft, 
Moſt curioully drawn on the Ceiling, 
By the Royal Command, 
Where Virtue's great Hand 
(Such to the Saints is his Love ) 
To the Virgin has given 
As glorious a Heaven, : 
As that ſhe enjoys and reigns in above; 
Whether like the Rogue drew her, 
They can tell beſt that knew her 
Tho moſt Men are apt to conjecture, 
When he drew the bleſs'd Maid, 
(Mortal Fancy to aid) 
His Miſtreſs ſate for the picture. 


6. D 
hen bidding Farewel to their Goddeſs and them, 
e put in at the Savoy, or New- Amſterdam, 
ot to find out Religion, but to ſee ſome odd ſights; 
o which Father Corker?s Chappel invites. 
zin ours metimes we place Saints and Martyrs, 
Wills boly Room was ſurrounded with Traytors 


Q-2 In 
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In Halters there hung, 
Juſt ſo as they ſwung, 

Saint Coleman, and moſt of the Gang, By 
And were't not for ſomething | 
That's juſt next to nothing, 

Perhaps there had hung our new Eayoy, 


The Pilgrimage. 


To the Tune of, Hey Boys up go me 


Fs 
'S wn Prieſts in Holy Pilgrimage, 
Quite thro the Land have gone, 
Surveying each Religious Houſe 
Of Abbot, Fryer, and Nun. 
The yearly Rent, 
And full Extent 
Of every one they know , 
And in whole Hands 
Are all our Lands, 
As antient Writers ſhow. $ 


2, 

Thoſe Places all ſhall be reſtor d, 
As in ſhort time you'll hear; 

F know the Man has paſs'd his Word, 
Of which you need not fear; 
He'll ne'er evade 

One Promiſe made, 
Nor fail a Friend in woe: 

But when 'twill be, 

Nor I, nor He, 
Nor the Devil himſelf does know. 


3 


Boy 


Dy, 


Ill, State-Afairs, 


* 

vious Men ſhall hicher haſte, 
heir Zeal ſhall make em run; 
Jeſuits ſhall your Wives keep chaſte, 
ich Fryar confeſs his Nun, 

The Men ſhall ſhrive, 

The Women — — 

) all ſhall be forgiven : 

Your Daughters whore, 

Then quit their ſcore, 

id make 'em fit for Heav'n. 


4. 

Lady Abbeſs ſhall appear, 

1 old flux'd Bawd or Punk, 
whor'd and bug—d threeſcore year, 
Ad Bawdy, and been drunk: 
Religious Puns, 

To teach the Nuns, 

mmitted to her Charge; 

And mortify 

Their Leachery, 

Nature does enlarge. 


5. 

Veſtals all ſhall Virgins be, 
hat never went aſtray ; 

been train'd up religiouſly, 


he clean contrary way 


In Julianꝰs Song, 
for whoring long, 


lo oft they've noted been; 


Nature of force 
Will have its Courſe ; 
vas all but venial Sin. 
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6, 
Your Colleges ſhall be our own, 
As Vacancies do fall ; 
We'll ſtrip each Doctor of his po 
The Parſons turn out all, 
Revenues great, 
With pleaſant Seat, 
The Church to vs has given; 
Jo ſing you Maſs, 
Confels each Aſs, 
And make you fit for Heaven. 


7. 
Not will we any longer wait, 
After ſuch Notice given; 
Nor ſhall they in the Pulpits prate, 
Or teach the way to Heaven, 
*Tis our Province, | 
You to convince : 
Our Arguments ſhall be, 
Without diſpute, 
To make you mute; 
Then, Hey Boys, up ge we, 


1 
Now Bereticks conſider well 
The Game you have to play; 
You yet may keep on this {ide Hell, 
If wernd by what J ſay. 
But er your Lands 
Shail ne our Hands, 
| Which hen teen long our due; 
V. ſtab, w'll ſhoot, | 
WII damm to boot; 
Then, Hey Beys, wp go you: 4 
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SONG. 


O, Brother Teague, doſt hear de Decree ? 
Lilli Burlero Bullena-la. 

hat we ſhall have a new Debity, 

Lili Burlero Bullena-la. 

ro lero, Lero lero, liliburlero bullena- la, 


0 lero, &c. 


o by my Shoul it is a troat, 

Lilli burlero, &c. 

\nd he will cut all de Engliſb Throat, 
Lili, &c. 

Lerd lers, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 


wy my Shoul de n do praat, 

i, &c 

De Laws on dare ſide, and Creiſh know what, 
Lilli, &c. 

0 lero, *GC: 

0 bers, &c. 


But if Diſpence do come from de Pope, 
Lilli, &c. 

Well hang Magna Charta, & demſelves in a Rope, 
Lilli, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 


Lirg lero, CC. 


2 4 And 
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And de good Talbot is made a Lord, 
Lilli, &c. 

And he with brave Lads is coming aboard, 
Lilli, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 


Who aul in France have tauken a Sware, 
Lilli, &c. 

Dat dey will have no Proteſtant here, 
Lilli, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 


O, But why does he ſtay behind? 
Lilli, &c. 

Ho, by my Shoul, *tis a Proteſtant Wind, 

Lill, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 


Now Tyrconnel is come aſhore, 
Lilli, &c. 

And we ſhall have Commiſſions gillore, 
Lis, Se. 

Lero lero, Cc. 

Lero lero, &c. 


And he dat will not go to Maſs, 
Lilli, &c. 

Shall turn out and look like an Aſs, 
Lilli, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 


Not, 
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ow, now de Hereticks all go down, 


Lilli, &c. 
Creiſh and st. Patrick the Nation's our own, 


Lilli, &c. 
yo lero, & c. Lero, lero, &c. 


The 5 econd Part. 


7 YCreiſh,my dear Moriſh, vat maukes de ſho ſhad ? ? 
Lilli, &c. 

De Hereticks jeer us, and mauke me mad, 

Lili, &c. 

rolero, &c. 

ro lero, QC. 


Fox tauke me, dear Teague, but l am in a Raage, 

Lili, &c. 

poo-Ooo, what Impudence is in dis Aage 
Lilli, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 


Dey ſhay dat Tyrconnel's a Friend to de Maſp, 
Lilli, &c. 

for which he's a Traytor, a Pimp, and an Als, 
Lilli, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 


Ara! Plaugue tauke me now, I mauke a Sware, 
Lilli, &c. 

| toShaint Tyburn will mauke a great Pray'r, 
Lilli, &c. 

Lero have, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 


Nor, 
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O, I will pray to Shaint ende Frock, 


Lilli, &c. & 
Or to Loretto's Sacred smock, 10 
Lilli, &c. [ 
Lerolero, &c. Ter 
Lero lero, &c. Lt! 


Now, a Pox tauke me, what doſt dow tink ? 
Lilli, &c. 

De Engliſh Confuſion to Popery drink, 
Lilli, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 

Leo lero, &c. 1 


And by my Shoul de Maſh- houſe pull down, 
Lilli, . | 
While dey were ſwaaring de Mayor of de Toy, 
Lilli, & c. ö 25 a 
Lero lero, &c. 13 
Lero lero, &c. 5 5 | 


O Fait and be! I'll make a Decree, 
Lilli, &c. 

And ſwaare by the e s Modeſty, 
Lilli, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. 

Lero ler 0, &c. 


Dat 7 20. no longer in Engliſh will ſtay, 

Lilli, &c. 

For by Gode dey will bang us out of the way, 
Lilli, &c. 

Lero lero, &c. | 

Lerolero, Kc. 4 
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Vat if the Duſh ſhould come as dey hope, 
Lilli Burlero Bullena la, 

Io up hang us for all de Diſpenſe of de Pope. 
Lilli Burlero Bullena- la, | 

Lero lero, Lero lero, Lilliburlero bullena-la, 


Lero lero, &c. 


Song. 


To the Tune of, A begging we will go. 


1. 

Hat think you of this Age now. 
When Popery's in Requeſt ; 

And he's the Loyal'ſt Subject, 
Slights not the Laws the leaſt ? 

When a Torying they do go, do go, do go, h 
When a Torying they all go. g 


Own, 


2. 
What think you of a Whiggiſh Plot, 
And of their Evidence, 
When all the Laws cannot protect 
Ae Peoples Innocence? F 
n a ſwearing they do go, do go, ao go 
When a ſwearing they do go. * b 


3. | 
What think you of a * General, * Grey. 
5 That did betray his I Lord, + Monmouth. 


For which he does deſerve to ſwing 
In Ketch*s Hempen Cord ? 

Such a Rogue you ne er did know, did know, did know, 
Such a Rogue you ne er did know. 


Vat 


CROSS 


+ 
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4. 
What think you to be try'd, Sir, 
By Proclamation Laws, | 
And zcalouſly deſtroy a || Prince, I Monmouth 
T'*advance the Popiſh Cauſe ? 
And to Maſs to make us go, w go, us go, 
And to Maſs to make us go, 


| 5. 

What think you of the Chancellor? 

Be ſure heꝰ ii do the Work 
Eſtabliſh a Religion, 

Altho it were the Turk? ; 

And for Int'reſt he ll do ſo, do fo, do fs, 

And for Int reſt be'll do ſo. 

| 6 


In Lime: ſtreet now we do ſay Maſs, 
T*advance the Popiſh Cauſe, 
And ſet the Mayor to guard it 4 

Apainſt his Oath and Laws? 
To the Court you maſt bow low, bow low, bow long 
To the Court you muſt bow low. 


To 
And what think you of proving 
A Popiſh Army awful, 

And bantering the Church with 
Arguments unlawful? | 
But a fiddling let him go, bim go, him go, 
But a fiddling let him go. 

8 


i J << DS i. 9... a. 


What would you give to be, Sir, 
In contrite Prauce's Place, 
And ſentenc'd to a Pillory 
For one ſmall Mite of Grace ? 
When recanting he did go, did go, did go, 
When recanting he did go. 


%u, 
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9. | 
What think you of our Penal Laws, 
That made the Pope to bow ? 
If damn'd Rogues had not betray?d ue, 
They'd been as Penal now. 
But their Opinions were not ſo, not ſo, not ſo, 
Their Opiniuns were not ſo. 
10. 
Yet fear we not, that bug ing Dog, 
That fits in Porph'ry Chair, 
That ſwears he is infallible, 
"Cauſe he's St. Peter's Heir? 


Ii a Lye we all do know, do know, do know, 


'Tis a Lye we all do know, i 


q 

» 

| 

—_— * 
1 

1 


4 Stanza put on Weſtminſter-Hall- Gate. 


Wan Nature's God for our Offences dy'd, 
Among the Twelve one Juan did reſide 
Here's Twelve aſſembled for the Nation's Peace, 
Among which Twelve, Eleven are Jadaſſes. 

One's true to's Truſt, but all the reſt accord 
With Jews and Pagans to betray their Lord, (yoke 
What Madneſs, Slaves? what was't cou'd you pro- 
To ſtoop once more unto the Romiſh Yoke ? 

May you be curs'd, and all your Hopes demoliſh'd, 
And periſh by thoſe Laws you have aboliſh'd. 


Ts 


ol 


Ther 
"ry 
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2 * * ** 


— 


To the Judges. 


Derek Things, may I your leave implore 
To kiſs your Hands, and your High Head( 
| (adore 
Judges you are, but you are ſomething more. 
May I draw near, and with a rough hewn Pen 
Give a {mall Drauzht of you, the worſt of Men: 
Tell of your Merits, and your mighty Skill, 
And how your Charms all Courts of Juſtice fill: 
Your Laws, far ſtronger than the Commons Vote 
So finely flow from your diſpenſing Throats. 
What Rome will ask, you mult not her deny; 
If Hell command you too, you muſt comply. 
There's none but you would in this Cauſe combine 
Things made like Men, but act like Brutes and Swine 
Law-Books are Traſh, a Student's but a Drudge; 
Learn to ſay, yes, he's an accompliſh'd Judge. 
He wins the Scarlet Robe, and wears it too; 
Ay, and deſerves it well; for more 's his due. 
All that compleats a Traytor, dwells in you. 
Thus you like Villains to the Benches get, ö 
Where, in Defiance to the Laws, you ſit, ö 
And all baſe Actions that will pleaſe commit. 
There mult you toil for Rome, and there muſt ti) 
Your Iriſh Senſe, & Cobweb Policy ( 
Compleat your Crimes, and then you're fit to dy.) 
True Loyal Babes, Pimps to the Church of Rome, “ 
Trefilian's Heirs, Heirs to his Crimes and Doom. 
Was e're the Hall filPd up with ſuch a Brood, 
All dipt in Treaſons, Villanies, and Blood ? ' 
Worſe than Fanafick Prieſts; for they being pit 
By a wild Prince, preach'd to repeal the Teſt. 


Then . 
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Chen here's the Diff rence *twixt you PopiſhTools 3 
fonte downright Rogues, they only Knaves &Fools. 


— — 


—_— 


ole The Advice. 
eadiſ 


ö I 
* Ould you be famous and renown'd in Story, 
And after having run a Stage of Glory, 
o ſtrait to Heav?n, and not to Purgatory ? 
| This is the Time. 
ould you ſurrender your diſpenſing Pow'r, 
\nd ſend the Weſtern Hangman to the Tower, 
rom whence he'll find it difficult to ſcour ? 
| This is the Time. 
ould you let Father Pen, and Father Cob, 
ſiſted by the Poet Laureat Squad, 
0 teach Obedience Paſlive to the Mob ? 
This is the Time. 
Vould you let Rev'rend Father Petre kno 
Vhat thanks the Church of England to him owe, 
or Favours which he does on them beſtow ? 
This is the Time. 
Vould you with Expedition ſend away 
hoſe four dim Lights, made Biſhops t'other day, 
o convert th' Indians in America? 
This is the Time. 
ould you the reſt of that bald-pated Train 
o longer flatter wich thin Hopes of Gain, 
Dut ſend them to St. Omers back again? 
This is the Time. 
Vould you, inſtead of holding birchen Tool, 
end Pulton to be laſh'd at Busbys School, 
prelfhat he in Print no longer play the Fool? 
0 0 This is the Time. 
The * | Would 


n 
len: 


ll: 
Votes 
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Would you that Jack of all Religions ſcare, 
Bid him for hanging ſpeedily prepare, 
That Harry Hills may viſit Harry Car? 
This is the tin 
Would you let Ireland no more fear Macdimi 
And all the Rabble under Philem O Neal, 
And Cla——dor again ſucceed Tyrconnel ? 
| This is the tir 
Would you court Ear-wigs, baniſh from your E 
Thoſe Carpet-Knights, and intereſted Peers, 
And rid the Kingdoms from impending Fears? 
- This is the tin 
Would you make all the Hogen- Moger yield, 
And be at once their Terror, and our Shield, 
And not appear by Proxy in the Field ? 
| This is the tin 
Would you no more a Woman's Counſel take, 
But love your Kingdoms for your Kingdoms {4 
Make Subjects love, and Enemies to quake? 
| This is the tin 5 


A new Catch. on 


His worthy Corps where ſhall we lay ? 

In ballow'd, or unhallow'd Clay? 
Th'unhaliow'd beſt befits him dead, 
Who, living, from the hallow'd fled. 


Then in the Veſtry be his Tomb, 

Since that he made his Drinking Room 3 
While to avoid the Common-Pray'r, 
He ſoop d olf his French Pottage there. 
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now alas ! near Newgate thrown, 
Hburn could obtain his own, 
gone to ſleep: with Brethren bleſt, 
hartes Saints e erlaſting . 


—_—— 


— —_— 


; ter oliver s Pirter Fidler PO Poet 
in Bedlam. _ | 


Scene adorn'd with ſeverd[of the Poet's 
on Flowers, 


Porter. | 
Glory ! Glory ! Who are theſe appear ? 5 


| My Fellow-Servants, Poet, Fidler here ? 
Hodge the conſtant, Fohuny the ſincere ! 

bo ſent you hither ? And pray tell me why ?1 
borrid Silence does invade my Eye? | 8 | 
hy not one ſound of Voice from you I ſpy ? 
Johnny. 

ome to let thee know the tine is now ; 
turn, and fawn, and flatter as we do; 8 
id follow that which does too faſt purſue. I, 
wiſe, neglect your Int'reſt now no more: 

reſt, the Prince we ſerve, God we adore. 

fr the Royal Martyr firſt declar'd ; 

lt Cer his Head was off, I was prepar'd 

oon the Rump, and for that Cauſe did rhyme; 
t thoſe kick d out, 15 moment turn'd to him 
bat routed em, call'd him my Sovereign, 

id prais'd his op'ning of the Kingly Vein. 
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Hodge. II 
I by my low'ring Planets was accurſt wit] 
To be for barren Loyalty at firſt : lite 


But when to Nol's our Charles his Fate payey 
I could abjure th'unhappy Royal Race. 
To Noll I all my Fingers skill did ſhow, 
And charm'd his Highne:s with my nimble By 
Beſides, I ſery'd him as a faithful Spy, to 
And did decoy the Cavalieriſh Fry. nt 
Gold from his bounteous Highneſs —_— my | 
E 
My old Whore Baltinglaſs did not fuffice 7 2 
For the Expence and Equipage of Spies. 
Johnny. 
Come join with us to make our Party ſtronp, 
And you can never be in Bedlam long. 
Hodge. 
Were you yet madder, you might ſerve the Stat 
And be imploy'd in things of greateſt weight, 
PFyoohnnn 
For, as the Turks their Fantons, we adore 
The Fools and Madmen, and their Aid impla 
Such are the Men 1 ſing in Panegyrick Verſe. 
Hodge. To ſuch I write, not to Philoſophers. 
| Porter. 
Such frequent Turns ſhould you to Bedlam bring" 
From. Rump to Cro-wel, Cromwel to the King; WW" 
Then to your Idol Church, next to the Pope, 
Which may one day prefer you to the Rope. 
among Madmen am confin'd, cis true, 
But I have more Solidity than you. 
Fohnny. 
A Windmill is not fickle, for we find 
That it is always conftant to the Wind; 
I never change, I am ſtill to Int'reſt true; 
The Conquror ever does my Mule ſubdue; 


lon 
O 


Wi 


A 
4 


with whatever Toſling ſhe ſhall meet, 
lite a Cat, ſhall Hag upon her Feet. 

odge. 
long did I write for the Engliſh Church, 
ow din fit to leave her in the lurch. 
Wil-e-th Wiſp, thiinferior Clergy I 
ito Quagmires, where I let them lie: 
into Bogs and Ditches I have caſt,, 
re let them flounder what they will, they re 


( faſt. 
Crape Gown is plung?d into the Mire, 
not poſſible it ſhould retire. 
Porter. | 
icit boils within my troubled Breaſt ; 
Rogues are come to interrupt my Reſt. 


Johnny. 
gui the exalted Whigs were in their Pride, 
t my Oil and + Sa on their ſide 3 
a Whig Play, and Shaftabury out- ran, 
a Maxims were Republican. 
cluding Bill 1 did declare, 
yr rail'd, and did not Monarch ſpare : 
they began to droop, I fac'd about, 
ith my Pen I damn the Whiggiſh Rout: 
briife?'ry turn before-hand I can find, 
ing; Ir ſagacious Hog foreſees the Wind. 
Hodge. 
Inbly turn to that which does prevail, 
man e'er could ſooner ſhift his Sail. 
Fohnny. 
true Renegado ſtill I maul 
ty I forſook with utmoſt Gaul, 
Hodge. 
er long ſhall damn the Heretick Souls 
od Comrade- Coffee Prieſts near Pan's 


R + Spiez 
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Spies upon all their Pulpits [ maintain; 
And if of Rome, or Slay'ry they complain; 
Or for their own againſt our Church preact 
1 war, as if they did Sedition teach: ll j 
I brand the par ſon with moſt venomous Lis b 
1 want Truth, invention ſtil} fupplies 
Porter. x * 
0 Seed ay Locuſts! O thinfernal Lake! bn 
You'ſ raiſe my Anger, and Pll'make you qlfi6o 
Hoaze. 
Love my fly Pen ſerv'd Rome, and I atcbier Ha 
Ample Rewards, whole ſhoals of Prieſts de No 
I wrought with ſuch imperceptible Took, 
That I of heaps of Guineas gull'd thoſe t! 
Theonly Bubbles in the World are they, 
Who to their Coſt muſt feel before they ſe pr 
In publick yet the Exgl;ſh Church I owt, 
Tho I am ſubtly writing of it down: 60 
For yet it is not time I ſhould declare, 
Leſt Fools, to whom I write, ſhould be an! | 
Johnny. | 
Men beſt themſelves *gainit open Foes def 
Bat periſh ſurely by a ſeeming Friend. ful 
One Son turn'd me, 1 turn'd the other Min, 
But had not an Indulgence, Sir, like you. 
I felt my Purſe inſenſibly conſume, 
Till 1 had openly declar d for Rome. 
Hodge. Ho, 
Now Fellow-Servant, pray at length be Well: 
And follow our Example and Advice. 
Porter. 7 hi 
What turn to Reus, who did our City bu'Wring 
And would our antient Government o'!Ware 
Hedge. Hold! Is not thꝰInſcription blotts 
Porter. Therefore who burnt the City * 
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+ Almighty: Fire from Heav*n-came down 
iſh the rebellious ſtiftrieck'd Towns | 
hich had periſh'd in devouring Flames, 

on the Fire you'd empty'd all the Thames - 

ill its Waves been on the Houſes toſt, 

but baſted them, as they did roaſt. 

av'n'a Chryſtal Pyramid did take, 

hat a broad Extinguiſher did make, 
imanental Waters dipt above, 26 
jood the Flames which to their Quarry ſtrove. 
4 AY das aan, | N 
ler M ramid Extinguiſher to hood! 

Nonſenſe,” ne er to be underſtood. 


Is, | Hodge. | 

ſe kt! you believe the Plot of Varlet Oates? + 
Il Porter. 

ſcr. N Proclamations, and four Senates Votes. 
ſh ELITES 

| Goafrey's Life was by the Papiſts ſped. 


P oyter. ng 5 
c op! He killd himſelf when he was dead. 
. To dying Jeſuits will you Credit give? 
73171 Porter. fit 5/ | 
full as much as all the while they live. 
ig Proteſtants I'll not believe; [Scoffing!y. ] 
bey allow of neat Equivocation, 
of flat Lib N Reſervation. 
ohm, | 
Hodge! To gain him we in vain contend 
felow-Servant is a Wag, dear Friend. 
Hodge. Too? 
him farther z for his Parts are ſuch, 
y be ting him o'er muſt needs avail us much, 
Oel are for Rome and France gainſt Engliſh and 
lotte (the Dutch. 
7 * R 33 Come 


e Wl 
e 
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Come Fellow-Servant, yow'll believe our Plot, 
Of Ruſſel, Hambden, Sidney, and what not? 
Of Bedford, Walcot, __ ſteeple, and the Ry, 
orter, | 

For Raſſel would, but Hambden would not l 
Rumbald, and Walcet too did both deny, 
Ayleffe to boot: but Cowards are not brave, 
For Fear's a Paſſion which all Cowards have. 
Yet to the Plot I firm belief afford, 

Of tl'Evidence I credit not one word. 

| ohnny. 
Can you diſtruſt what Gray and Eſcrick ſi 
Porter. | 
What two ſuch excellent Moral Men as th 
Hodge. 
Others there are ſwore home as men could d 
Porter. 

Who for their Lives muſt ſwear, ſwear home, tt 
Againſt the Popiſn Crew none ever ſwore, 
But a full Pardon he obtain'd before. 
Theſe Swearers are like Cormorants, for tt 
On Whigs with m__ about their Gullets pr 


What then! Will you not be to Int”reſt tru 
We both are of the ſame belief with you: 
But we know better what we have to do. 
70 Porter. 
Did ever Hell ſend ſuch a brace of Knaves! 

Such abject Cowards, Mercenary Slaves! 
| Exit from 


ny Jobuny. 
His Looks are wild, his fiery Eye-balls rol, 
A raging Tempeſt's lab'ring in his Soul: 
Let's prudently retire —— — 


. — 
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| 
Ty [ Porter re-enters with a great Bible given him 
By, by Nell Guyn. J | 


| Porter. 
j pitiful ſneaking Rogues! Would you be gone? 
res that ſhall knock both you and Popery down. 


[ He knocks em down with the Bible, and ſtamp: 
wpon theme they get up. J 


Floage. 
h Man ! for this I full Revenge will take, 
d ſet our Evidence upon your back. 
Johnny. 
aacious Fool! how dare you tempt your Fate, 
woking me a Pillar of the State, 
ho with my Pen alone have turn'd the Scale, 
d made the Tories o er the Whigs prevail? 
Hodge. 
Ir Pen alone ꝛxðwͤ 
this Arrogance endure to hear? 
ould you uſurp the 1 | ſhould wear? 


trie Johnny. 

: WW" vith your Forty Eight and Forty One, 

0. Mi Screws and Antipendiums plagy?d the Town. 
Lie er'n the Whigs admir'd my lofty Verſes, 


ur Witleſs Proſe did fodder forty A 


| E, 
tiro your A touch Honour to the quick, 
u find if you have any by this Kick. 


Ws Johny. 
kon, old Fool, till you your Toes do gall, 
ve had ſeveral Kickings, and have born em all: 
that 'm us d tot. ——— 


roll, 


0 R 4 | Porter, 


[Kicks the Pact. ] 


—— — — 
_— 9 
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i Port er. ic U 
D Hence, you wretched Slaves, 
There is Contagion Jn fuch Fools and Knary 
P11 wring your Necks off, if you ever more 
Preſume to ſet your Feet within this Door, 
I'm Chief, and have Dominion in this place, 
Johnny. 
I'll ſpend my guſhing Blood upon thy Face; pr: 
And if thou dar'ſt effect thy dire Defign, 
With my two Hands Ill fling my Head at th 
Por ter, 
Halloo ! vt. Dennis, have at you. 
[ He kicks and beatih 
' they run roaring 
Johnny. 


Murder! murder! gh 
| Hodge. och 
Help, Murder help ! 
Porter, 

Jof theſe Knaves ſhall never more complain, 

They have call'd back my wand'ring Senſe agal 
| 13 [He pauſes, and ſen 

come to him 

Of all Mankind, | bros alone are we, 
From all Ambition, from all Tumults free. 
No Plote, no vile Infor mers need we fear, 
No plagdes, no Tortures for Religion here. 
Our Thoughts, nay ev'n opr very Words arel 
Not darmn'd by Fines, or loſs of Liberty. 
None here's impeach'd by a vile Table Spy, 
Who vvith an Innuends backs his Lie: 
Words and Lampoons vve laugh at, and ne et- 
What's ſaid by Men, if Actions they forbear, 
Anger at Words, is vveakneſs underſtood, 
Since none can ridicule © ovght that! is good: 
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 yyomaniſh, and ſprings from Impotence, 
no great Man at Words &er took offence. 
hen Rome was in her Glory, Words vvere free, 
| Governments can never jealous be: 
t vvhen to Tyranny great Roms declin d, 
eak Emperors vvith Delarores join d 
o plague the People, and themſelves undo; 3 
xr when theyre fear'd, they muſt be hated too: 
nd whom Men hate vvith Ruin they'll pur ſue. 
ge Witneſs, and a Circumſtance for Facts, 

not enough : We mult prove Overt- 4 8. 
ur happy Government makes no Offence, 
ut open and rebellious Violence; 

hich we to quell no ſtanding Army need, 
lor can Dragoon upon Free-quarter feed. 
voted Apoſtles we have none, that come 

o knock, and beat Men to the Church of Rome. 
When its, But-end prevails not, Torments will, 
or Lewis is not yet ſo merciful to kill. 


ain, Were we, divided from the troubled World, 
e age elt, and are into no Confuſions hur d. 
d ſeen 


him ere ev ry vacant place is (till be d, 
Vith Perſons that are duly qualify d. 
o Favour raiſes a deſertleſs Knave, - 


or Infamy, nor yet the Gold he gave. 


or all our, Wants does our wiſe State provide, 5 
4 


re. {Wow would all Subjects envy us, ſhould we 

s areFWubliſh the Secrets of our Hierarchy. 

Jy 

ne er 

bear. | 
d, 1 21 e A 
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| | No | 
3 NR preft 


| if 
A Farewel to the Church of England, ped 


Cam 


O little Brat, reſpected by the Juſt, 4 

Hated by Villains, and by Papiſts curs'd; ry. 
Thy Foes are ſuch as Time it ſelf ſhall hate, yy 
Whoſe horrid Actions ſhall compleat their Fate, Nr 
Fools, Villains, Traytors, by true Names deſcry4Me,c 
Were ever Cards with ſuch a Pack ſupply'd? ro 
But here's the Comfort, go and tell abour, 
That Fools that put them in, will kick them ont; 
Give thy ſelf up, be gone, thou'rt call'd away, 
For Time and Tide make the whole World obey, 
Go tell thy Friends, and let them think upon't, 
A Commonwealth's the thing that ſome men war 
No Plots grow there poor Mankind to abuſe, 
Thoſe little Tricks of State, which Monarchs uſ: 
No Cut-throats that do murder with Applauſe; 
No burning Cities to promote the Cauſe : 
No Charter ſeiz'd for Rome, by new-found Writ; 
No City Knights queſtion'd, as they think fit, 
By Rogues, made Judges, to determine it. 
No Monſter of a Mouth we e'er yet ſaw, 
Made Judg of Equity, who ne'er knew Law, 
No fawning Stateſmen, who for treach'rous Goll 
His Country's Rights, and antient Freedom ſold 
No Judges are permitted there to live, 
That break the Center vvhich the Senate give, MW 
That puniſh Treaſon under vvhich they groan, IN 
Villains unparallePd, excell'd by none i 
No trimming Poet trims with every Stream, | 
And changes Sides as often as his Theme: 


| Bl 
( He 
Ti 
Di 
A 


Bi 
A 
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No filching Juſtice there perks up his Head, 
prefer d to cheat the Church that gave him Bread. 
A ſnarling Cur, kept under Chain and Clog, „ 
nd, Eerform'd. the Office of a wakeful Dog: 6 
cunbridg, that cry*d him up, now calls him Rogue. 
No Prieſts fit there in Council, nor debate 
Their Juggling Politicks to plague the State ; c 
The only Curſe poor England felt of late. 
No Burtons, Grahams, Rogues ſet up in ſpite, 
To ſqueeze and plague the People in their Right. 
duch Villains in a State are only fit 
To grace a Gallows, and hang under it. 


_— 


ay, | 

7 4 Dialogue bet ween a Loyal Addreſſor, and 

Wan a blunt Mhiggiſh Cloum. 

S uf Addtreſſor. | 

ſe; | Jerateful Wretch! canſt thou pretend a 
( Cauſe 


at To fear the loſs of Liberties and Laws? 
Il; (Has not the King been at a vaſt expence, 
To raiſe the gallant Troops for thy defence? 
Did he not promiſe in a Proclamation, 
And ſwear to rule by Law at's Coronation ? - 
en © Clown, 
But has not he already damn'd the Teſt ? 
And fore that Prince's Word is but a ſeſt, 5 
„Who rules by Army, and obeys a Prieſt. 
„ Nor can his Solemn Oath make us much ſafer, 
Whoſe Sword is Steel, whoſe God is but a Wafer. 


Te 
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* 


mn... 


To the Haters of Popery, by what Nam 
or Titles ſoe ver dignify'd or diſtinguiſh} d. 


Aus *rwas of old: then Iſrael felt the Rod, 

When they obey'd their Kings, and not their 
| ( God: 

When they went whoring after other Loves, 
To worſhip Idols in new-planted Groves. 
IJ hey made their Gods of Silver, Wood and Stone, 
And bow'd and worſhip'd thein when _ had 
| ( done, 
And to compleat their Sins in every way, 
IJ hey made the things call'd Prieſts ; Prieſts,l a 
A Crew of Villains more prophane than they. 
Hence ſprung the Romiſh Crew, that Spawn of Hell! 
Who now in Vice their Pedagogue excel. 
Their Church is ruPd by vicious Popes : the reſt 
Are whoring Nuns, and bawdy bug—ing Prielts, 
A noble Church! daub'd with religious Paint, 
Each Prieſt's a Stallion, ev'ry Rogue's a Saint. 
Come you that loath this Brood, this murd'ring 
Your Predeceſſors well their Mercy knew. (Crew, 
Take Courage now, and be both bold and wile: 
Stand for your Laws, Religion, and Liberties, 
You have the odds, the Law is ſtill your own; 
They are but Traytors, therefore pull em down. 
They, ſtruck with fear, ſeek to deſtroy the Laws: 
On them, you ſee, they, raving, fix their Paws, 
Becauſe from them they fear their fatal fall, 
Knowing that they to death ſubject them all. 
Then keep your Laws, thePenal, and the reſt, 
And yield your Lives rather than yield the Tell: 


And 
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And thou,great Church of England, hold thy own, 
Force you they may; otherwiſe give up none: 
Robbers and Thieves muſt count for what they'y 
(done. 
Let all thy mighty Pillars now appear 
Zealous and brave, void both of Hate and Fear, 
The Popiſh Fops may grin, lye, cheat and whine ; 
And curſe their Faith, while all ſubmit to thine. 
And you, brave Oxford, Cambriag, and the reſt, 
Great Hough and Fairfax,who dare beard the Beaſt; 
tone, Let all the Juſt with Thanks record your Name 
bad On ſtanding Pillars of Immortal Fame. 


—_— —_— 


Ne ö 
A new Litam for the holy Time of Lent, 


Hell 
eſt Rom all the Women we have whor'd , 
efts From being bound to keep our Word, 


From Civil Broil, and Foreign Sword, 
They Libera nos Domine. 

From ſtore of Ships, and want of Men; 
From leaping into th* Lion's Den; 
From a Dutch War, and Burnet's Pen, 

Eu Libera nos, &c. 
From Bombs of France, and Bulls of Rome; 
From being Henpeck'd worſe at home; 


— From Dorcheſter's inſatiate Womb, 
& Libera, KC. 
From Toleration, and ſuch Nonſenſe ; 

From granting Liberty of Conſcience 

To Hereticks, againſt our own Senſe, 
t g Libera, XC. 
\nd 


From 
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From hopes we ſhall Diſſenters bring 
To Union with a Popiſh King, 
And Pen that manages the whole Thing, 

Libera, & 
From ſtanding of our Slaves in dread; 
From being by the Prieſttood led; 
From Engliſh Limbs on Roman Head, 


From Oxford faithful to his Truſt; 

From being to our Promiſe juſt; 

From Mulgrave's Pride, and his Wife's Luſt, 
Libera, Ce, hat 1 


Libera, & 


From Somerſet and haughty Lory, 
That would eclipſe the Roman Glory, 
And make a Jeſt of Purgatory, 
Libera, &, 


From Parliament that dares oppoſe, 
And lead their Sov'reign by the Noſe, 
And from the Sanguinary Laws, 
5 Libera, &c. 
From ſuch as will not do their beſt, 
To take off Penal Laws and Teſt; 
From Stamford, Grey, and all the reſt, 

Libera nos Domint. 


We humbly do beſeech thee, Lord, 
That we may govern by the Sword, 
And Berwick know no other Word, 10 

Quæſumus, &% Wh), 
That it may pleaſe thee, while we Reign, 
Whatever Neighbour rules the Main, 


To make us great in our Campaign, 
Queſumw, &c. 


That 
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hat it may be enough for theſe, 
Mile others Towns and Caſtles ſeize, 
{form 'em here in Efhgies, | 
ue ſumus, &c. 
dat they may Feaſt, and make a noiſe, | 
1d with their Vollies rend the Skies, 


2inſt a Flock of Butterflies, | 
Queſumw, &c. 


hat it may pleaſe thee to repair 
rd Pois, whois In Deſpair, 
id furniſh England with an Heir, 
Aua ſumus, &c. 
ht it may prove its Father's Hope, 
ſtore the Nuncio to the Pope, 
d fave old Petre from the Rope, 
Qua ſumus, &c. 
it it may be a Prince of Wales - 
dif the Smock and Dada fails, 
lopt a Brat of Neddy Hales, 


Kc, 


2 


Queſumrs, &C. 
at we with Members may be bleſt, | 
ſuch a Parliament poſſeſs d, 
ſhall annul the bloody Teſt, 
Dneſumis, &. 
at we have time, before we die, 
ſettle Church and Popery, 
It Father Condon may not fly, 
2 Quæ ſumiu, &C. 
ant we may never croſs the Main, 
de a General for Spain, 
( never ſee Breda again, —— 
Queſumns, &c. 


Te 
hat | 
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To make a Cathbolick Pudding. 


Af Oats new threſt'd at burn, take 2 poyy 
Of Chios Wine enough the ſame to drown, 
Of Malmibury and Hobbs, take Ounces eight, 
Of a Quack Conſcience add an equal weight: 
Of Juries finely pack'd, take one Ounce more, 
Six Iriſh Witneſles juſt come aſhore, 
Seaſon it all with Atheiſtick Lies, 
"Twill make a Pudding that ſhall clear your Eye 
Here Antichriſt may freely treat his own Gueſs, 
For the Receipt is learned Dr. Conqueſt s. ter 


_ 0 1 
An Iriſh Prophecy. 


1 was a Prophecy lately found in a Boy, 
That Ireland ſhould be rul'd by an Aſs & all 
The Prophecy's true, and now come to paſs; S. 
For T albot's a Dog, and Tyrconnel's an Aſs. 


— 
—— —_ 


A new Song upon the Hogen-Mogen oult 


D** hear the News of the Dutch, dear Fran 
Sutterkin, Hogen, Herring, van Dunks 

That they intend to play us a Prank, | 
Sutterkin, Hogen, Herring, van Dunk, 
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yen Mogen, Hogen Mogen, Sutterkin, hogen Fer- 
yen Mog en, Hogen Mog en, &c. (ring van Dunk, 


tif they boldly dare come aſhore, 
Sutterkin, &c. 

e may repent themſelves full ſore, 
uterbin, &c. 

Hagen Mogen, &c. 


the brave Engliſh, Iriſh, and Scotch, 
uterkin, &c. 

l in their Guts make ſuch a Hotch- potch, 
 Wnterkin, &c. 

en Mogen, &c. 


ter they d ſtuck to their Herring- Trade, 
duterkin, &c. 

rnow in Pickle themſelves ſhall be laid, 
Suterkin, &c. 

Hagen Mogen, &c. 


tat tho they have laid their Heads together, 
Bog WSuterkin, &c. 
a Orange can thrive if it prove bad weather; 
3 {Winterken, &c, 
Hogen Mogen, &c. 


hen wo be to em, if Dartmouth the Great, 
dutterkin, &c. 

ould fall upon 'em with his whole Fleet, 
Stterkin, &c. | 

Hagen Mogen, &c. 


8 Pais 


. 
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ee 
Paſs not Port-Bay, for fear it ſhould freeze, 4 
Sutterkin, &c. fled f 
For then, Ifack, your Orange we'll ſqueere, Miſc 
Futterkin, &c. ops C 
Hogen Mogen, &c. ſinc 


ems 
gear 
at 
nd fi 
| at 
all 
do 


— 


The Deponents, 


THE Mighty Monarch of this Britiſh Iſle, 
1 Diſturb'd to hear his Subjects prate and it 
That he is ſo content to own a Son, 
For to inherit th' Imperial Throne, ne 
To pleaſe his Queen and put by both his om 
But finding England not ſo credulous, 
And clicar-ey'd Orange more ſuſpect than us, 
By inſtigation of the Q. and P. 
He ſummons all together as you ſee; 
And there declares his own ſufficiency. 
He ſays his Subjects Minds ſo poyſon'd are, 
They'll not believe God bleſs?d him with an Hom: 
But to convince them they are in the wrong, 
In comes the Swearers, and depoſe as long 
A Narrative, as perjur'd O—es could do 
What theſe depoſe unqueſttonably's true, 
Our King ſays ſo, who dare ſo other now? 
There's Lords, Knights, Ladys,Squires,Quud 
The Papal Locuſts that infect M hite- hal, 
They Swear what King would have, to gan 
g | ( | 
Since he's a Prince that ne'er forgets his Friend 
But Witneſs Biſhops, for your Loyalty 
He makes you great, he did beſtow on ye, 
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ep you ſafe, his ſtrongeſt, greateſt Fort; 
e, Die ye were there, the Tower was the Court. 
led from James, to you for Bleſſing came; 7 
ere, Nriſonment immortaliz dyour Name: © 
ms of England's Church were Men of Fame. 
Ge his dire Deſigns in Law have fail'd, 
ems to ſmile, You are to Council call'd, 
ear the Worthy, Loyal Swearers {wear, 
at the Birth of Waler's Prince they were. 
nd firſt begins Old England's barren Q. QP-gr. 
t at her Silter*s Labour was not ſeen . 
all was paſt 3 yet ſor the Holy Caule 
do what e're ſhe can to blind the Laws 
gland, and doth there declare, and ſay, 
altn'd to the Queen that very Day, 
never ſtirr'd till this great Prince was born, 
Nations Glory, but he proves their ſcorn ; 
nt of theſe that on him daily wait, 
le Loyal Love is only to be great. 
ext comes Old P is, who a Story feigns 
uſf-raff ſtuff, to fill the Peoples Brains, 
hat ſhe ſaw, and knew about the thing j 
in a modeſt Circumſtance doth bring | 
Imething, which into the World he brought, 
dy the Doctors gave him, as ſhe thought. 
'3 a Governeſs ſhe tends his Grace, 
nonld not for all Heaven quit her place; 
eet a Babe, ſo fine a hopeful Lad, 
forward'ſt Son the Father ever had. | 
hen 4—--s Counteſs with her Oath comes in, 1 
ert the Prince's Birth her ſelf had been, 1 
how ſhe heard Complainings from the Queer 
tle Pains, and then the Child was ſeen: 
Oh! He did not cry; the Q. baul'd out 
ar twas dead, but Granny clear'd the doubt 
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And further Honour this great Lady had; 
She ſaw Smock ſpoil'd with Milk , the ſign wlf 
And gb could not be beguild, (< 
Knowing the Father's Strength, (at thoug 
She ſaw Queen's Smock, and ſwears ſhe wa 


While pious Sn -und to Chappel oat | 
On purpoſe to recetve the Sacrament; | 
Devotion was ſo great, ſhe diſobey d 
Her Majeſty z and ſaid, When ſhe had pray 
She'd wait on her: But hearing that the Pri 
Was haſtning to tue World, this, this prete 
Soon brought our Saint-like Lady 1 

then 
And from her bended Knees flew to the Que 
And there ſaw all the ſight was to be ſeen, 
The Bed was warm'd, and into it ſhe went, 
And ask'd the King if for the Gueſts he'd feat 
And lingring pain ſhe had, and ſeem'd to fea 
*F would not be born, till ail thc Fools were 
But by her Mid wife was aſſur'd, one Pain 
Would bring the Prince into the World ami 
Bur faithleſs Queen! The Child did lie fo hy 
£3 not believe but Judith told a lye; 
And ſuch an Honour to this Deponent gran 
Tis hardly more by th' Pope for to be Sainte 

R mon {wears ſhe ſtood by Sun. land. 
Near the Queen's Bcd, juſt by the Midwift'sH 
And ſaw His Highneſs taken out of Bed, 

Fir for a Crown t' adorn his Princely Head. 
F---eal depos'd, that in the Queen's Diltre 
She ſtood at the Beds Feet, juſt by /4——ſ,, 
And ſaw the Prince into the World did come, 
And by D --- dy carried from the Room. 
Then painted B-=ley early in the mor" 
Came to St. James, to ſee His Highneſs born 
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\all the haſt ſhe could, ſhe up did riſe, 

dreſꝰ d, ſhe came by Nine a Clock preciſe, 
band her Majeſty was in the Bed, 

proaning diſmally, ſhe further ſaid, 

ito the Mid wife, Do not the Child part : 

ranny crav'd her leave: With all her Heart 
ranted what the Beldam did deſire, 

certain *tis there was no Danger nigh her: 

g Oh King. where are you ffed? 

d, 'm kneeling, Madam, on your Bed, 

plain Deponent bellows bawdy forth 

:expos'd both Eaſt, Weſt, South and North, 
out ere Fear or Shame; bars Modeſty 

o out- face the World with ſuch a Lye. 
enPocky B — —- fs the next comes in, 

lays ſhe ſaw the Caſt of Charles Queen; 
tearing that the Q-—-n in Labour was, 

urried in without a Call or Paſs. 

this Excuſe (ſhe knew ſhe was forgot) 

eſhe talks bawdy.ſhews Impudence, what not? 
e her ſelf in Print to ſhew her Love; 

ed by the King and one above : 

he and ſwear, forſwear, to prop the Canſe, 
baffles England's ſound and wholclom Laws. 
en Lady - grave, who was there before 


1 "WW Royal Babe was launched from the Shore, 9 
fy Wicard Her Majeſty cry out full ſore. 


en C. -ne and ſottiſh M ent-. th ſay the ſame, 

yer, Wal- ve, D--ſon, that they came 

aw this Wonder which the World won't 
(own, 

blames their little Faith; to think this Son 

Vous, and not in truth proceeding 

Majeſty, when they all ſaw him Bleeding; 


| 8 3 Nay, 
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Nay, gave him of his Blood (ſquecz d fronf@* 
in a 
T hat did the Royal Babe into the World 
Then Br — ley, T — i, and Nan C—ryy 
Swear they ſaw all the work that was to do, 
And more by half is ſworn,than they'l proven 
Then comes Delabady the Great Nurſe, 
Who with the Queen is all in all in truſt 
And ſwears that Dan. rs, Maid to Princeſs 4 
Was joy'd to ſee this little Royal Man, 
With former mark on Eye, which u. 0 to be 
On all Q, Mary's Royal Progeny. 
Jams ſeem'd to doubt that which before hekn 
And fear d this Treacherous Nurſe not told 
But he muſt peep and fee the Royal K, ( 
And joy?d as if he got him his own felt. 
For Mrs, W— ks, who doubts but ſhe won 
She brought the Prince to Town that very di 
And told the King the trembling Que 


'T would be hard Labour (tho no Child wasthe 
Explains moſt impudently thoſe Concerns, 
That follove Women when they caſt their Bam 
And what cares ſhe, the Hereticks ſhe' blind, 
And then we fear the King will proved 
It 
To all thoſe Wretches which ſwear to his min 
Then comes the Waſher-woman Mrs. P— 
Who ſays that to the Queen ſhe's Laundrels; 
And there declares a Story of Hot- Linen, 
That us'd to come juſt from Child-bearing Wat 
R:ch--nd and Li—d, and brave Ma---all, 
T 900 not at Labour, they believe it all; 
And fain would be believed, if theſe Tools 
By ſwearing falſly could make us ſuch Fools: 
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ey give ſuch Demonſtrations, that do lye 

much aſide, as they do Modeſty. (Jour, 
Then comes Great George of England, Chancel- 
howas with Expedition calPd to th Labour: 

e Queen cry d out 25 Women us'd to do, | 
4 he believes the Prince is real too, - 
not ſo certain, nor tis fear'd ſo true : 
he wears Horns, that were by 1 — fort made; 
dem and his noiſe makes all the Fools afraid; 

"ngue runs at random, and Horns puſhes thoſe, 

xt are ſo Learn d his Lordſhip to Oppoſe. 

fears to act no wretched Villanies, 

dreads no Torments for inventing Lyes, 8 
r he of Heaven is ſure when e' re he dyes: 

hanks to the care of fond indulgent Wiſe, 

make atonement for his wicked Life; 

mn her own Soul, and whores with all ſhe cou'd, 
oallay th* impetuous Salleys of her Blood. 

Lord P dent comes next, that's now caſhier'd, 
only ſpeaking of the Truth tis fear d; 

the for to be great again at Court, 

ould be for ſworn tho he be damned for't. 

Then A - del of V -— dour, Privy Seal, 

as ſo concern'd that he Her Pains did feel; 

nd tis believ d this tender hearted Man 

Id feel as much as Mzjeſty did then; 

eſhew'd indeed concern to Mighty /m, 

ho knew too much to have concern for him: 

ut ſatisfy*'d the Fool it would be paſt, 

nd wonder'd much her Pain ſo long did laſt. 

Then comes my Lord All- Pride with Modeſty, 

nd ſeems unwilling to affirm a Lye; | 
th ſtately geſture he did himſelf excuſe, 

ut ſetting Hand to Paper can't refuſe. 


4 Ten 
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Then Fooliſh C comes and doth depot Twe 
A Mark he hath, that he the Prince well knows, iſham' 
If*r be his Lordſhip's Mark, he nere muſt rule, if Pp 
For Europe knows that he's markt for a Fool, one 
Then in comes F—ſham, that haughty Renu The 
Aad tells a tale of den and dat and how © | 
Tho he's no more believ'd than all the reſt, vt he 
Qoly poor Man he fain would do his beſt ; 
And be rewarded as when come from 2 
Earl of AM— ray, that Alexander Great, ut / 
Believes it was the King that did the feat, 
And that this Son is true, and not a Cheat. 
Then 1 — ton and M ford both explain 
The buſineſs which they from the King had pain 
As knowing Men, his Majelty did truſt 
His Conſort's Secrets, hoping they'd be juſt 
To his Endeared Son our Mighty Prince, 
That as he thought would hide his impotence: 
G= —— == too, With confidence pretends 
It is true Born, but tis for his own Ends. 
And F—xa Story tells of God knows what, 
To fool the Nation's all he would be ar; 


He keeps in Favour with his Princely Grace, 

He fawns and flatters for to keep his place. / 
Then famous Sca——wgh and Vi-, \ 

With!) - ve, B—ay, and A nd da lye; 

And bring their Circumitances to convince 1 

The World that 'tis a real High-born Prince: 

Thus they flick ont at nothing that will do 


The Nation wrong, and bring to England woe. 
Baſe mercenary Slaves, for a King's Smile 
Wou:' Sfurious Iſſue rear, and us beguile; 
That f:wa on him, and more obſerve a Nod 
Than fear the Vengeance of an angry God: 
And on the turn o'th' times would all fly back, 
And let His Highnels Intereſt goto wrack. 
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Two Depolitions more to Council ſent, 
ham'd t'appear to farther the intent 

f Popiſh Principles, and Per juries; 

one but the Devil could invent ſuch Lies. 

Then after this the King himſelf declares, 

je don't deſign with England to make Wars + 
ut he ſuch Aggravations hath of late, 

hat he muſt needs be angry with the State ; 
ſpecious Prologue he concludes with all ; 

ut Ah, the Proteſtants he vows ſhall fall 

| Sacrifice to Rome, and his Revenge; 

hen Soldiers fear not Fools. but ſcorn to cringe ; 
e reſolute and ſtout, and ſcorn to fell 

ſour Souls to Rome, but ſend the Pope to Hel. 


Pole, 
Ws, 
ule, 


Bea 


ain 


———— 


new Song on t he Calling of a Free Par- 
liament, Jan. 15. 1685. 


*, 1. 
Parliament with one Conſent 
Is all the Cry otch' Nation, 
Which now may be ſince Popery 
ye; ls growing out of faſhion. 
The Belgick Troops approach to Town, 
The Oranges come pouring z 
And all the Lords agree as one, 
oe. To ſend the Papiſts ſcouring. 


5 
The holy Man ſhall lead the Van, 
Our Father and Confeſſor; 
In Robes of Red the Jeſuit*s fled, 
; Who was the chief Trenigreilor. : 
0 1 
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In this Diſguiſe he thought t'eſcape, 
And hop'd to ſave his Bacon, 

But Herbert he has laid a Trap, 
The Rat may be retaken. 


3. 
The Nuncio too the day may rue 
That he came o'er the Ocean, 
In ch'Engliſn Court to keep's Reſort 
And teach his blind Devotion. 
The Prelates Elli, Smith and Hall 
Have ſold their Coach and Horſcs, 
And will no longer in Whitehall 
Be making learn'd Diſcourſes. 


4. 
The Groom o'th' Stool that play'd the Fog 
Full ſorely will repent it, 
And Sunderland did barefoot ſtand 
For Penance ſhall lament ir. 
Melford and the Scotch are fled, 
Whom hopes of Int”reſt tempted ; 


Thoſe Lords did turn fog want of Bred. 


And ought to be exempted. 


F. 
But Salisbury what cauſe had he 
To fear his Highneſs landing? 
Who by his A and Legs might pat; 
For one of Underſtanding. 

To take up Arms at ſuch a time 
Againſt the Rules were gave him, 
His Head muſt anſwer for the Crime, 
His Pardon will not ſave him. 


V 
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6, 
The Friers and Monks with all their Punks 
Are now upon the ſcamper : 
Tyconnel ſwears, and rants and tears, 
And Teague does make a Clamper. 
The Foreign Prieſts that poſted o'er 
Into the Engliſh Nation, 
Do now repent that on that ſhore 
They laid their weak Foundation. 


7. 

'Twould be a fight, would move Delight 
In each obdurate V arler, 

To fee the Braves that made us Slaves, 
Hang in diſpenſing Scarlet. 

F And every Popiſh Confeſlor 

That for the fame Cauſe pleaded, 

Shall all turn off, on the ſame ſcore 
Be hang'd, or elſe beheaded. 


—_— — 


— — — 


An excellent new Song, call d, 
The Prince of Darkneſs : 


Sewing how three Kingdoms may be ſet 01; 
fire by a Harming-Pan. 


— En 
** b 
p 


A | went by St. James s I heard a Bird ſing, 
Of a certain the Queen will have a Boy in 


(the Spring 3 

But one of the Chairmen did laugh, and did ſay, 
It was born one Night, and brought forth the 
(next Day: 
: EE m8 
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This Bantling was heard at St. James's to ſqual 
Which made the Queen make ſo much haſte from | 
| Whitchal 
Peace, Peace, little Maſter, and hold up thy Head 
There's Mony bid for thee, the true Mother (aid: 
But nobody knows from what Pariſh it came, 
And that is the reaſon it has not the Name, 
Good Catholicks all were afraid it was dying, 
There was ſuch abundance of ſhiting and cry. 
ID; 
Which is a good token by which we may Fn, 7 
It is the Queen's own, and the Kingdom's right 
| | (Heir. 
Now if we ſhould happen to have a true Lad 
From the Loins of ſo wholeſom a Mother and Dad, 
Twould be hard to diſtinguiſh which Blood was 
( the belt, 
Or that of Southask, or the Baſtard of EP. 
But now we have cauſe of Thankſgiving indeed; 
There was no other way of mending the Creed, 


— 


S O N G. 


WV. you be a Man of Favour ? a 
Would you have your Fortune kind! 
Wear the Croſs, and eat the Wafer, 

You'l] have all things to your mind. | 
If the Prieſt cannot convert you, 

Int'reſt then muſt do the thing 3 
There are Stateſmen can inform you, 

How to pleaſe a Popiſh King. 


Would 


jd 
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Would you ſee the Papiſts lowring, 
Loſt in Horror and a Fright 


: And their Father Petre ſcouring, 


Glad of time for happy flight ? 
Stay but till the Dutch are landed, 

And the Show will ſoon appear ; 
When th'infernal Court's disbanded, 

Few will ſtay for Tyburn here. 


— — 


BALL AD. 
To the Ture of Conragio. 


I. 
Ome, come, Great Orange, come away 
On thy Auguſt Voyagio, | 
The Church and State admit no ſtay, 
And Proteſtants would once more ſay, 
Courag io, Couragio, Couragio. 
* 
Stand Eaſt, dear Wind, till they arrive 
On their deſign'd Voyagio; 
And let each n- ble Soul alive 
Cry loud, Q Prince d' Aurange vive 
Conragio, &c. 


3. 
Look ſharp, and ſee the Golden Fleet 
Appear in their Voyagio; 
With loud Huzza's we will them greek, 
And with both Arms and Armies meet. 
Conragie, &c. 
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4. 
Then welcome to our Engliſh Shore, 
And now I will engage- o, 
We'll thump the Babyloniſh Whore, 
And kick her Trumperies out of door, 
Cour ag io, &c. 


5. 

Poor Berwick, how will thy dear Joys 
Oppoſe this brave Voyagio ? 
Thy talleſt Sparks will be mere Toys 
To Brandenburgh and Swediſh Boys. 

Couragio, &c. 


Dunbarton ſputters now like mad 
Againſt this great Voyagio; 
O14 Craven's too in Sable clad, 
And F--erſh--m looks monſtrous ſad, 
Couragio, &c. 


7. 
But Solmes has took a glorious Cauſe 
In this Warlike Voyagio, 
To guard us from their rav'ning Paws, 
And to protect our Lives and Laws; 
Courag io, CC. 
8 


Naſſau will ridicule the Fop 

By this Belgick Voyagio; 

And make their gaudy Feathers drop; 

Their Slaughter's but a Harveſt-Crop 
Couragio, &c. 


9. 
Stirum, advance the Buda Blades 
IT hou'ſt brought in this Voyagio, 
And ſince thy Lawrel never fades, 
Send our Foes to th'Stygian Shades; 
| Conragio, &c. 
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10. 
omberg thunders Hero-like 
In this Stormy Voyagio, 
s very Name does Horror ſtrike, 
And will flay more than Gun or Pike : 
Couragio, &c. 
11. 
hus they the Victory will gain 
After their brave Voyagio, 
and all our Liberties maintain, 
and ſettle Church and State again: 
Courag io, &c. 
12. 
Chen "twill be juſt, and no extreme 
To ſee by this Voyagio, 
hat Wem ſhould have th' Effect ofs Dream 
or driving headlong with the Stream, 
Couragio, &c. 
13. 
Ine Judges too that Traitors be, 
Muſt truſs by this Voyagio; 
[will be a noble fight to ſee 
iſpenſing Scarlet on a Tree. 
Courag io, &c. 


14. 
The Monks away full ſwift will hye 
On their diſmal Voyagio; 
Jen pounds a Poſthorſe, they will cry. 
And all away to Calais fly; 
Conragio, &c. 


15. 
n. land has ſhot the Pit, 
And is on his Voyagio; 
dads mult no more hatching ſit. 
ind Perre the Board muſt quit; 
Couragio, &c. 


Cc, 


16 
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16. 
Old Arundel does hang his Ears 
ecauſe of this Voyagio, 
And Miſer Powes ſtews in Fears: 
Bellaſis roars, and damns and ſwears. | as 
Couragio, &c. 
47 
When all is done, we then ſhall hope 
To ſee by this Voyagio, 
No more Nuncio, no more Pope, * 
Except it be to have a Rope. 
Cour ag io, Courag io, Cour ag io. ths 


—_—_— — 


— ————_ 


Packington's Pound. 


r. 
VV Hen the Joy of all Hearts, and Deſie. 
(all bx 
In whom our chief Refuge and Confidence laber 
The Proteſtant Bulwar k againſt all Deſpair, Mist 
Has depriv'd us at once of her ſelf, and her H 
That hopeful young thing, 

Begot by a King, 
And a Queen whoſe Perfections o'er all the War 
(rity 
A Father whoſe Courage no Mortal can dauit 
And a Mother whoſe Virtue no Scandal can tall 


2. . 
When Jefferies reſigns up the Purſe and the Mi 
Whoſe impudent Arrogance gain'd him the Plat 
W hen, like Lucifer, thrown from the height Y bury 
(Prid 
And the Knot of his Villany's ſtrangely ant 
| ro 
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From the Chancery bawling 
He turn'd a Tarpawlin, 
n ſtill catch at any thing when they are falling; 
to haſten his Fate, before he could ſcour, 
was taken at Vapping, and ſent to the Tow'r. 


3. 
hen Confeſſor Petre does yield up the Game, 
d proves to the worſt of Religions a ſhame, 
hen his cheating no more o'er our Reaſon pre- 
| ( vals, 
tis blaſted like that of his true Prince of Wales, 
Which was his Contrivance, 
And our wile King's Connivance 
p eſtabliſh the Papiſts, and Proteſtants drive 
(hence: 
their Cob web Conception is brought to the Teſt, 
(the coming of Orange has quite ſpoil'd the Jeſt. 


| 4 
ben Peterborough, noted for all that is ill, 
[a3 urg d by his Wife to the making his Will, 
the hearing which werds he did ſtare, foam and 
C roar 
en broke out in curſing, and calling her V hore 3 
And for two bours at leaſt, 
His Tongue never ceas'd, | 
rail'd at Religion, and damn'd the poor P:ielt > 
d his Friends, who had hope to behold him ex- 
, | ( pire 
e aftaid by this Rout they ſhall loſe their deſire. 


5. 
Aung Salisbury, fam'd in this great Expedition, 
por going to War, but obtaining Commiſſion 3 


T | "Tis | 
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Tis no Myſtery to me that his Courage did fi 
When the greateſt of Monarchs himſelf did u 

So if he took flight (Ti 

With his Betters by Night, 
I am apt to believe the pert Spark was i'th'riph 
For the papiſts this Maxim do ev'ry where hold, 
To be forward in boaſting, in Courage leſs bol 


6 Wh 

Nor ſhould Bellaſis, Powis, nor Arundel thronp, 
But each in due place have his Attributes ſung: 
Yet ſince tis believ*d by the ſtrange turn of tin 
They?! be call'd to account for their * 
Crim 

While the damn'd Popiſh Plot 

Is not yet quite forgot, 

For which the Lord Stafford went juſtly to pot; 
And to their great Comfort I'll make it appear, 
They that gave em their freedom, * 5 
not cer 


nel 


„ | 

Li. Williams, that Friend to the Biſhops and L 
As the Devil would have it, eſpous'd the " 
| ( Cauk 
Now loath'd by the Commons, and ſcorn'd by 
(Pen 

Flis Patent for Honour in pieces he tears: 

Both our Britains are fool'd, 
Who the Laws over-rul'd, 

And next Parliament each will he plaguifh ſchool 
Then try if your cunning, can find out a Flaw, 
To preſerve you from Judgment according to l 


8. 
Sir eddy Hale's Actions I ſhall not repeat, 
Till by Ax or by Halter his Life he comp, 


'; Hiſtory ſhall be related by Lobb, 
Tho has ventur'd his Neck for a ſnack in the Job; 
All their Prieſts and Confeſſors, 
With their dumb Idol-Dreſſers, 
l meet the Reward that is due to Tranſgreſſors; 
d no Papiſts henceforth ſhall theſe Kingdoms 
(inherit, 
Orange ſhall reap the Reward of his Merit. 


— 


new Song on the Prince and Princeſs 
of Orange. 


lace Orange is on Britiſn Land, 

D That proteſtant who will not ſtand 
y him, and under his Command, 
Befriends the Romiſh Cauſe, 

ives all our Liberties away, 

Our Lives to Popiſh Prieſts a Prey, 

nd Magna Charta does betray, 

With Teſt and Penal Laws. 


id too Illuſtrious Moll appear, 

e ſhall have then no cauſe to fear 
rom any . Jeſuit's Practice here, 

The lawful Heir to cheat. 

hen to her Highneſs a full Glaſs, 
he ſecond Faith-defending Laſs, 

nd to her Good Man: but the Maſs 
Let providence defeat. 


T 2 Tis 
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The Earewel. 


k. 


"Arewel Petre, farewel Croſs ; 
L Farewel Cheſter, farewel Aſs; 
Farewel Peterborough, farewel Tool; 


Farewel Sun— land, farewel Fool. 


2. 
Farewel Milford, farewel Scot; 
Farewel Butler, farewel Sotz 
Farewel Roger, Farewel Trimmer ; 
Farewel Dryden, Farewel Rhymer. 


<a 
Farewel Brent, farewel Villain, 
Farewel Wright, worſe than Treſilian; 
Farewel Chancellor, farewel Mace 
Farewel Prince, farewel Race. 


4. 

Farcwel Queen, and farewel Paſſion ; 
Farewel King, farewel Nation 
Farewel Prieſts, and farewel Pope 
Farewel all deſerve a Rope. 
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Cmgratulatory Poem to bis Royal Hizh- 
neſs the Prince of Orange. 


Elcome, Great Sir, unto a drooping Iſle, 
Whoſe Peace a ſlaviſn Thraldom did beguile: 
hoſe native and juſt Properties infring'd, 
hoſe Fundamental Laws are quite unhing'd ; 
hoſe Rights are in unequal Ballance weigh'd, 
hoſe fainting Church cries out to you for Aid. 
come thou grand Supporter of her Cauſe 
elcome thou great Reſtorer of our Laws! 
ik Heav n thought fit that You alone ſhould be 
e Antidote againſt our Miſery : 
tall our Wiſhes ſhould in You be crown'd, 
it You alone ſhould heal our bleeding Wound. 
varethe Rock on whom we do rely, 
th You we'll ſwim or ſink, we'll live or die. 
gently rule us with your awful Nod ; 
are our Standard, and almoſt our God. 
e State and the declining Church invite 
the vaſt Center of their chief Delight: 
ey beg that you their Darkneſs would expel, 
L make a Heav'n e en of their preſent Hell. 
1s done ! Rejoyce, the riſing Sun appears, 
ſplendid Rays dry up our falling Tears. 
ell hate the meager Looks of Sorrows now, 
th Laurel Leaves true Joy ſhall crown each 

( Brow. 
Lou, mighty Prince, our boaſting Foes iubdue., 
Leurb the Pride of all the Popiſh Crew. 
th hazard of your Life our Chains you've broke. 
{ bravely freed us from the hated Yoke. 

oy S 3 Wich 
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With vaſt Expence you have our Freedom boni 
From th' Houſe of Bondage you our Church hi 


br oup J 


Hence, Jeſuits, ye Inſtruments of Hel] ! 
Who fill with eaſy Sonls the Devil's Cell, 
To cheat and gull the Ignorant's your Trade: 
Youre ſubtle Devils all in Maſquerade. 
Wretchleſs, be gone to ſome more ſenſeleſs [aj 
Tis Sacred, hallow'd Ground, on which youſta 
And ſhall not be profan'd thus baſely twice 
By ſuch a horrid Trumpery of Vice. 

Hence Popery, thou bane of all our Bliſs, 
Thou treach'rous poys ner of our Happineſc, 
Unfetter'd now, and free at laſt from pain, 
We'll never reaſſume thy galling Chain. 

Now Petre, die a Martyr for thy Church, 
And leave not Holy Mother in the lurch. 

Fly ſwiftly now to Heaven in a String; 
But firſt abſolve your poor deluded King, 

What Change is this? under a ſtrange diſgu 
The great Lord Wem's become George Jof. 
This is his Fate: he'll dreaded Tyburn view, 
And ſo bid Arbitrary Law adieu, 

And make his long-expected Dream prove 0 

Then Herbert, Wright, and Fenner ſteer tit 
The ſame broad way as you, poor George, did ju 
Then come the reſt of the Fraternity, 
Sworn, faithful Brothers in Iniquity : 

For when their Captain has his Life reſign, 
T hey, gen'rous Souls, will ſcorn tolag behind, 

Repent ye baſe Betrayers of your Truſt, 
To your reproaching Conſciences unjuſt 3 
Falſe to your Country, to your King untrue; 
Religion's but an empty Name with you. 
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lang now like Dogs, tis meet you ſhould inherit 
he full and due Proportion of your Merit. 
Juſtice is done! I hear Great Orange come, 
\nd with Concern pronounce your fatal Doom. 
wand rejoice ! for now your only Care 

„ but the Burden of your Bliſs to bear. 

trip ev'ry Laurel, ev'ry Myrtle Bough, 

or Wreaths tadorn and load his Sacred Brow. 
cho with chearful Shouts his glorious Name, 
amazing Wonder and Diſcourſe of Fame. 
ing Bells; a waxen Pope in Fire deſtroy, 

and ſhew all outward Acts of inward Joy. 

he Lambs do play, the Birds by Inſtinct ſing, 
if it were at the appreach of Spring: 

nd ev'ry Creature makes a Melody 

Do all things elſe rejoice, and ſhall nor I? 

be the firſt, and will in humble Verſe 

our noble Decds and glorious Acts rehearſe. 


OUeht 
h 


L oup 


de: 


$S Laid 
u ſta 


ſx, 


liga — 8 eee 
ery 3 : 

, The Prince's Welcome to London: 

true, 5 cg 1 A . 

Ca Ail mighty Prince! this Poem on you waits 
er th As the firſt Offering that celebrates 

{yo our Welcome to the Town, almoſt deſtroy'd 


d Prieſtcraft, and by You again reviv'd. 
bis glorious Day, in which all Ti iumphs live, 
Lo Heav'n and You alone, Great Sir, we give. 
ou from the Duſt have rais'd our grov'ling State, 
hich hung upon the weakeſt Wheel of Fate. 
n At ſo high, and paſt Mankinds believing, 
hat none but You could e er think of atchieving: 
Let more! all who this Nation would inthral, 
ompleat your Triumph by their wretched Fall. 
T 4 Bit 


ve; 
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But what doth Heav'n portend, that they deſien Ine Fe 
To act ſome thing that's Noble and Divine? Ine 
Prophetick Stars this happy time ne'er knew, all | 
This Secret lodg'd in none but Heav'n and You, Ther 
Now clear'd from ſullen Frowns our Realms; 


| blef 
And in the Umbrage of your Laurels 0 
While Joy, like Lightning in tempeſtnous Storm 
Dazles the World, and fills it with Alarms. 
Joy now to loudeſt Triumph makes its way, 
And vve nodift*rence know tween Night and Dy 
Our Souls tranſported, in ſtrong Raptures more, 
And yet united are in artleſs Love. 
toy now and Love fo very vvell agree, 
As if this Year vvere the Great Jubilee. 
To Cate and Bus'neſs vve*ll no time allow, 
Since deathleſs Laurels flouriſh on your Brow. 
Go on, brave Prince! What cannot you effect, 
Whom Heav'n vvith proſperous Stars * il 
Tote 
Let France now feel the Fury of your So: 
Reſcue that Kingdom from its Tyrant Lord. 
Pull down his haughty Pride, too long ſecure, 
And with his impious Blood Luretia $Plains mani 


— 
» 


. 


On his Highneſs the Prince of Orange 
Arrival in London. 


1. 

w. now, the Prince is come to Town, 

| The Nation's Dread and Hope; 

Mo vvill ſupport the Church and Throne, 
Againſt the Turk and Pope. 


Th 
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ion Ide Folks are fled, that vvere the Head, 
The Prop of Popery : 

all be true, as it is ſaid, 

Then hey Boys up go we. 


* 
he Queen vvith her adopted Heir 
Wi on her way to Rome, 
nd all undone, has left us here 
To end the Dance at home. 
De Holy Fathers too are flown, 
St, Petre, Gregory * 
d if our Cauſe ſhould once go down, 
Then hey Boys up go we. 


lov, Sherbourn, fled for fear, 

Have render'd up the Keys: 

nd now our Magazine of War 

rote0 Is made the Seat of Peace. 

he Chancellor is in the Tow'r, 

A yvoful Sight to ſee ; 

d vrhen he by the Head is lower, 
Then Hey Boys up go we. 


4. 
rd Arundel and Bellaſys, 

With Powis, are withdrawn; 

e World has not ſuch Braves as theſe 
To guard a Popiſh Throne: 

hen Peterborom, turn'd of hate, 

With brawny Salabury, 

beir haughty Necks ſubmit to Fate, 
They Hey Boys up go we. 


ly 


5. Poulton 


3# 

Be 
i: 

| 

| 
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3. 
Poulton is in Newgate faſt, 
And ſome ſay Father Petre: 
If they at Tyburn ſwing at laſt, 
Who can die Martyrs greater? 
When Father Elis is withdrawn, 
Who was ſo bold and free; 
And Conqueſt for his Tongue is flown, 
Then Hey Boys up go we. 


6. 

The Orange grafted in Whiteball, 
And Luca in the Tower; 

The Fathers fled, both great and ſmall, 
'Tis time that vve ſhould ſcour. 

The Rabble they have eas'd the Town 
Of Prieſt and Popery 

When once they pull the Chappels down, 
Then Hey Boys up go we: 


—_— ——____ — 


. 7 


A new Song of the French Ring“ 
fear of an Orange. 


I; 
OF a Hectoring Bully, 
Dear Muſe, let me ſing ; 
Or to ſpeak one's Mind fully, 
O'th* moſt Chriſtian King; 
Who ſubdues Men by buffing, 
And converts Men by cuffing; : 
Yet he fears if an Orange approaches too nigh, 


he gay Flow'r-de-Luces vvill vyither and di, 
2. iv 


f 
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2. 
He's Son to a chaſte Queen, 
Tho, if Authors don't lie, 
The devout Max arine 
Had a Finger i'th*- Pye, 
To mould a Church Hero, 
More fierce than a Nero, 
ho yet fears if an Orange approaches too nigh, 
Is gay Flow't-de-Luces vvill vvither and die. 


3. 
While he's ſcaring his Neighbours 
With ſwelling Bravadoes, 
We but laugh at his Vapours 
And Rhodomontadoes ; 
Tho Monſeigneur the Dauphin 
Does new Conqueſts begin, 
„ et they dread if an Orange approaches too nigh, 
he gay Flow'r-de-Luces will wither and die. 


4. 
: The prodigious Advance 
2s That the Prince bere has made, 

Makes an Earthquake in France, 

And great Lewis afraid. 

La Chaiſes Addreſs, 
And the Jeſuits Fineſs, 
an't hinder an Orange from approaching ſo nigh, 
hat the gay Flow*r-de-Luces will wither and die. 


5. 
If a Fury Poetick 
en Foreknows things to come, 
5 I may dare be prophetick, 
| And foretel his juſt doom, 


2. i 


For 
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For old Noſtradame 

Has predicted the ſame, 
That if once the brave Orange approaches too nigh 
The gay Flow'r-de-Luces will wither and die, 


4 
— . 


Te Second Part. 


1. 
3 a ſport to our Prince 
To bridle up a King, 
Tho the Beaſt kick and wince, 
His firm Rider to fling 
He'll make him curvet, 
And ſo ſteadily ſit, 
That an Orange once planted upon the French hr! 
The gay Flow'r-de- Luces ſhall flourith no more: 


> F 
Help, help, ſome kind Saint, 
Holy Churches two Sons: 
Help, thou Church Militant 
Of converting Dragoons. 
Shall Lewis Victorious, | 
Shall Lewis the Glorious, 
See an Orange tranſplanted upon the French Shor 3 
And his gay Flow'r-de-Luces then flouriſh no more! 


Good Ceſar comnund; 

Do but truſt me once more; 
If Fm treach'rous found, 

Pm a Son of a Whors: 


Let 
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Let us en bonne Foy, 

Our joint Forces employ, 

oſtave off an Orange quite from the French Shore, 
eſt the gay Flow'r· de- Luces ſnould flouriſh no more. 


igt 


R 3. 
'Tis a curſed ill thing 
Makes me rave and run mad; 
If I were not a King, 7 
d my ſelf fight IJ gad. 0 
Beſide, riding will pain- o 
My Bagpipe in Ano. 
Moſt an Orange be planted then on the French Shore, 
And my gay Flow'r-· de- Luces thus flouriſh no more? 


5. 

bor The wild Worm in my Tail 
e My Vigour all drains; 
Through its winding Canal 

Fve voided my Brains: 

And theſe damn'd Hereticks 

Have fooPd my Politicks, 
for an Orange once planted upon the French Shore. 
Wy gay Flow'r-de-Luces will flouriſh no more. 


* 


Let 
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—— 


A new Song of an Orange. 


To that excellent old Tune of a 
Pudding, &c. 


OOD People, come buy 
The Fruit that I cry, 
That now is in Seaſon, tho Winter be nigh : 
"Twill do you all good, | 
And ſweeten your Blood, 
I'm ſure it will pleaſe you when once underſiodd, 
Tis an Orang 
Its fine Cordial Janice 
Does much Vigour produce, 
may well recommend it to ev'ry Man's uſe; 
Tho ſome it quite chills, 
And with Fear almoſt kills, 
Yet ſurely each honeſt Man benefit feels 
By an Orang 
To make Claret go down, 
Sometimes there is found 
A jolly good Health to paſs pleaſantly round; 
But yet PII proteſt, 
Without any Jeſt, 
No Flavour is better than that of the Zeſt 
| Of an Orange 
Perhaps you may think 
At Mhitehall they itink, 
Becauſe that our Neighbours come over the Sea; 


Ye! 
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vet ſure 'tis preſum'd, 
That they may be perfum?d 
the Scent of a Clove, when once it is ſtuck 
In an Orange. 
If they'll cure the Ails 
Of the Prince of Wales, 
hen the Milk of Milch Tyler does not well agree: 
Tho he's ſubject to caſt, 
They may better the Taſte, 
ct let em take heed leſt it curdle at laſt 
With an Orange, 
Old Stories rehearſe, 
In Proſe and in Verſe, 
on a Melch Child was found by loving of Cheeſe ; 
So this will be known, 
If it be the Queen's own, 
the Taſte it utterly then will diſown 


Of an Orange. 
Tho the Mobile baul 
Like the Devil and all, 
r Religion, Property, Juſtice, and Laws; 
Yet in very good ſoeth, 
I'll tell you the Truth, 
eres nothing is better to ſtop a Man's Mouth 
Than an Orange. 
We are certainly told, 
That by Auam of old 
nſelf and his Bearns for an Apple were ſold, 
And who knows but his Son, 
By Serpents undone, 
dd his juggling Eve may chance loſe her own 
| For ay Orange ? 


Te 


t 


The Orange. 


Ood People, I pray 
Throw the Orange away, 
Tis a very ſour Fruit, and was firſt brought inply 
When good Judith Mill 
In her Pocket brought Milk, (h 
And with Cuſhions and Warming-pans labour! 
This ſame Ora; 
When the Army retreats, 
And the Parliament fits, 
To vote our King the true uſe of his Wits; 
*Twill be a ſad means, 
When all he obtains ( Brag 
| 15 to have his Calf's Head dreſs'd with other Me 
And an 07 


at 


The Sins of his Youth _ 
Made him think of one Truth, 
When he ſpawl'd from his Lungs, and bled twic: 
That your freſh ſort of Food (the Mout 
Does his Carcaſe more good, 
And the damn'd thing that cur'd his putrify d Blot 
Was an Ora 


ha 


d. 
This hopeful 3 Son 
Is ſurely his own, 

Becauſe from Orange it cry'd to be gone 
But the Hereticks ſay, 
He was got by Dada, 

For neither King nor the Nuncio dare ſtay 

Near an Or! 


ll | 


dioe 
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Since Lewis was cut 
From his Breech to the Gut, 
r fancies an Openarſe delicate Fruit 
We wiſer than fo, 
Have two Strings to our Bow, 
r we've a good Queen has an Open-— too, 
And an Orange. 
Till Nanny writ much 
To the Rebels the Dutch, 
Mother, good Woman, ne'er ow'd her a Grutch: 
And the Box on the Ear 
Made the Matter appear, 
x the only foul Savour the Queen could not bear 
Was an Orange. 


An honeſt old Peer, 
That forſook God laſt year, 
d off all his Plaiſters, and arm'd for the War 
But his Arms would not do, 
And his Aches throb'd too, | 
at he wiſh'd his own Pox, and his Miſtreſs's too 
On an Orange. 
Old Jyburn muſt groan, 
For Jefferies is known 
have perjur?d his Conſcience to marry his Son; 
And D s Cauſe 
Muſt be try'd by the Laws, 
d Herbert muſt taſte a moſt damnable Sauce 
With an Orange 


Pen, Lob, and a ſcore 
Of thoſe honeſt Men more, 
lll find this ſame Orange exceedingly ſonr 5 
The Queen to be ſeiz d, 
Will be very ill pleas'd, 
f ſo will King Pippin, too dry to be ſqueez'd 
By an Orange, 


| 
Oran 


vill y 
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Religions Relicks: or, The Sale 4 
Savoy, upon the fe ſuits breakiy 
their School and Chappel, 


I. 
Aſt Sunday by chance 
| encounter?d with Prance, 
That Man of upright Converſation; 
Who told me ſuch News, 
That I could not chuſe 
But laugh at his ſad Declaration. 


%% 
Says he, if you'll go, 
You ſhall fee fuch a ſhow 
Of Relicks expos'd to be ſold, 
Which from Sin and Diſeaſe 
Will purge all that pleaſe 
' Fo lay out their Silver and Gold. 


3. 
Strait with him I went, 
Being zealouſly bent, 

Where for Sixpence the Man let me in: 
But the Crond was fo great, 
I was all in a Sweat, 

feſore the rare Show did begin. 


| 4. 
The Curtain being drawn, 
Which I think was of Lawn, 


The Prieſt croſ$% himſelf thrice, and bow 


Then with a ſour Face, 
Denoting his Caſe, 
He ad dreſs'd himſelf thus to the Croud. 


ol. 
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You ſee our ſad State, 
'Tis a folly to prate, 
Our Church and our Cauſe is a-ground : 
So in ſhort, if you've Gold, 
Here is to be ſold 
or a Guinea the worth of ten Pound. 
6. 
Here's St. James's old Bottle, 
It holds juſt a Pottle, 
With the Pilgrim's Habit he wore; 
The ſame Scollop-ſhells, 
As our holy Church tells; 
Vho denies it 's a Son of a Whore. 


g 


7. | 

Herc's a piece of the Bag, 

By Age turn'd to a Rag, 
1 which Jude: the Mony did bear; 
With a part of his Rope 
Bequeath*d to the Pope, 
an Antidote 'gainſt all Deſpair. 

8 


Here's a Rib of St. Lawrence, 
Tis alſo at Florence, 6 
uud it may be in France or in Spain; 
It cures Stone and Gravel, 

and Women in Travel, 

t delivers without any Pain. 


9. 
Here's St. Joſeph's old Coat, 
Tho ſcarce worth a Groar, 
ts Plainneſs does ſhew he'ad no Pride, 
Yet this he had on, 
For beſides he had none, 
be day that he marry*d his Bride. 


Y 3 f 
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10. 
His Breeches are there, 
A plain Leathern Pair, 

Come buy the whole Suit if you pleaſe; 
They'll defend you from th'ltch, 
From Hag and from Witch, 

And preferve you from Bugs and from Fly 
11. 

Here's the Gall of a Saint, 
For ſuch as do faint, 

Or are troubled with Fits of the Mother; 
Nay, if your Breath ſtink 
Worſe than Cloſe-ſtool or Sink, 

It will cure you as ſoon as the other. 

= 
Herc's a Prayer of Pope Joan, 
The like to't is none, 

If you ſay it but three times a year, 
Three hundred in Grace, 

And three hundred ?twill place 

ln Heav'n, if they ever come there. 
| CT 13, 

Here's our Lady's old Shoo, 
Which in old time was new, 

It will cure all your Chilblains and Corns; 
With the Coif of St. Bridget, 
To be worn by each Ideot, 

Whoſe Head is tormented with Horns 

x 7 "I 
Here's a Bottle of Fears, 
Preſerv'd many years, 

Of Mary's that once was a Sinner 
Some o'ch'Fiſh and the Bread 
That the five thouſand fed, 

Whom our Saviour invited to Dinner. 
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Here's St. Francis own Cord, 

You may take't on my word, 

bodies in it cannot be damn'd 

Do but buy it, and try 

If I tell you a Lie, 

any thouſands of Heav'n are amm. 
16. 

Here's his Holineſs's Beard, 

Of whom you have beard, | 

at the Hereticks call'd Pope Joan; 

Yet this | dare ſwear 

Was his nat'ral Hair, 

elſe l' be ſworn he had none. f 

1% 

Its Virtne is ſuch, 

That if it does touch 

ur Head, your Face, or elſewhere, 

t does ſtraitways reſtore 

More than e'er was before, 

dby Age or by Action worn bare. 
18 


j 


Here's St. Chriſtopher's Boot 

For his Right Leg and Foot, 

ich he wore when he ply'd at the Ferry, 
When on's Shoulders he bore 

His bleſſed Lord o'er, 

tle poor Man had never a Wherry. 


Tus; 


NS 


19. 
= as ſail on the Seas, 
| am ſure it will pleaſe, 
Its Parallel never was found ; = 
Neither Tempeſt nor Storm 9 
f can &er do em harm, 
r. it poſſible they ſhould be drown' d. 
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294 P O EMS o 


| 20 
Here's an infinite more 
I have by me in ſtore, 
All which lie conceal'd in this Hamper : 
Either buy em to day, 
Or I'll throw 'em away, 
For to morrow by Heav'n Pll ſcamper. 
21. 
Our Market is done, 
We muſt ſhut up at Noon, 
We expect 'em each hour at the door 
We are hang'd if we ſtay, 
Nor can we get away, 
For none will dare carry us o'er. 
22, 
But by ihe Faith of a Prieſt, 
This is no time to jeſt, 

Since we're bapk'd in our great Expectatin 
Before I will ſwing _ 
Like a Dog in a String, 

I'll renounce Tranſubſtantiation- 


8 * 1 . 2 + 


CIT a TIT” CY re ry Tu y” 


Private FT ch. : Or the Hafi 
the four laſt 'Years + Written in In 
tion of the old Ballad, Hey b 
Oliver, Ho brave Fur, Ke. 


„ 1 


A Proteſtant Muſe, 1 A ds! of Kin 
On the Age grown a little Satytical, ll 
Of Papiſts, their Counſels, and other fine thil 
Sing hey brave Popery ! O rart Fey! i Ht 

| Popery! O dainty 7 Popery, O! 
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45 
hop es ſhe offends no Engliſhman? 8 Patience, 
K s forbid on all ſuch occaſions, 
; too good a Subject to read Declarations: 
ing hey brave Popery, &c. 


2 
the ſaying be good, Let bim laugh that wins, 
ea Loſer may ſmile without any Offence 3 
Muſe then is gameſom, and thus ſhe begins, 
ith hey brave hats GC. 


en Charles deceas'd, 10 his Kingdoms diſmay, 
an Apoplex, or lome other way, | 
brother with Shouts was proclaim'd the farms 
ing hey brave Popery, &c. (day. 


irſt Royal Promiſe was never to touch 

: Rights, nor Religion or 2 grutch; 
£101, 8 Pere ſwore, damn him, he granted too woch. 

| ing hey br ave Popery, bee | 

en Monmouth came in 75080 an Kr of Fools, 
ray d by his Cuckold, and other dull Tools, 
at painted the Turf of green Sedyemore with 
ing hey brave Popery, &c. (Gules. 


To 
it Victory gotten, ſome think to our wrong, 
Prieſts bray'd our Joy in a T hankſgiving Song, 
Teague with the bald pates were at it ding- 
ling hey brave Popery, &c. (dong. 
8. 


0 ſtrait a ſtrong Army was levy'd in haſte, 


| "Wy kindle Rebellion, a very good Jeſt! 5k 
al, ! 1 ſome Rogues will ſwear” was to murder the 
F * ing bey brave Popery, &c. g (Teſt. 
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A Politick Law which Recuſunts did doom, 
That into our Senate they never might come, 
But Equivalent ſince was propos'd in its room, 
Sing hey brave Popery, &c. 
10. 
As if a true Friend ſnould in Kindneſs demand 
A Tooth in my Head which firmly does ſtand, 
To give for't another he had in his Hand. 
Sing bey brave Popery, &c. 
| © 
Then Term after Term this great matter was weigh 
Old Judges turn'd out, and new Blockheads mx 
That Ceke or wiſe Littleton never had read. 
Sing hey brave Popery, &c. 
12. (dont 
The good Church of England with ſpeed wart 
Whoſe Loyalty ever ſtood faſt ro the Crown, 
And Presbyter John was made Mayor of the Toy 
Sing hey brave Ps. 2 


The Biſhops Diſgrace 4 2 the Clergy to fob, 
A Prey to old Petre, and Preſident Bob, [01 
And hurry'd to Priſon as if they did 1 

Sing bey brave . * 


Then into the World a oor Prince of Walt: (i 

"Tis plain; for we hear a great Miniſter peep! 

The Bricklayer for prating had like t'a been wi 
Sing hey brave Popery, &c. 


ThusExgland Diftreſſes more fierce than the Plat 
That during three Years of no quiet could br 
The Prince Jan Auraignia has brought fron 

Sing hey brave Popery, KC: (0 
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16. 
ſtrong Fleet and Army t'invade us are bent, 
e know not the Cauſe, tho there ts ſomething in't; 
t we doubt not &er long we ſhall ſee it in Print. 
Sing, Hey brave Popery, &c. 
17. 
nd Wh! England, thou never could'ſt value thy Peace; 
nd, Nad Matters been now as in El/abeth's Days, 
he Datch had not ventur'd to fiſh in our Seas. 
Then curſe o Popery, pox o Popery, plag ue o Popery, 
Oh ſenſcleſs Popery, Oh 


ol. III. 


e, 
1 


elgh( 


[| ——_ — —U — 
f —_— „ — * —— — — * 


A new Proteſtant Litany. 


(dom 
vas. 
n. ROM the Race of Ignatius, and all their Col- 
Toy ( leagues 3 


rom all the baſe Counſels of Bougres and Teagues, 
nd from Popery rampant, and all her Inirigues, 
Libera nos Domaine. 
tom Cobweb-Lawn-Charters,from ſham-freedom 
(Banters; 

ur Liberty- Keepers, and new Goſpel-Planters, 
ithe truſty kind hands of our great Quo Marr an- 


e: ler,, Libera nos, &c. 
peel 8 
bt romHigh-Court Commiſſions to Rome to rejoin us; 


tom a Rhadamanth Chancellor, the Weſtern Judg 


( Mines, 

ade Head of our Church by new Jure Divinos, 
| brag Libera nos, &c. 
ſom our great Teſt Records, cut out into Thrums; 


ſom Waſte· paper Las, us d with Paſties & Plums, 
| | My 
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Magna Charta, Magna Farta,made Fodder for Bim 


Libera noi, dn 
From a new. found ſtone Doublet, to th? old Sleen 
(of Lam, 
And all to make room for the Popelander Spam, 
To ſee a Babe born thro Bed-Curtains cloſe drag 
Libera nos, di. 
From reſolving to night where to lic in to morroy, Th 
And from cunning Back door to let Midi 
thorow, (Pang or Sorroy, 
Eight Months full grown Man- child born withar 
Libera nos, Nr. 
From a Godfather Pope to the Heir of a Throne; Fre 
From three Chriſtian Names to one Sirname ut, Ar 
known, ( 2ons il 
With a Tyler Milch Nurſe now the Mother's Milk; 
Liber a nos, &. 
From Gun- Powder Bonefires, all tur n'd out of Play, 
Not a poor Window Candle dare to give a ſtoh 
(Rap, 
But all kept reſerv'd for great Simnel's Birth-day, 
Libera nos, &. 
From Dad Petre Pilots at the Helm to befriend US 
With all Hands that Pope, Turk, or Devil can * 
US; 
And cke from aſecond Queen Beſs to defend us, 
| Libera nos, 80 Fr 
From Nuncios from Rome to conſult how todrub 
The Proteſtant Hydra by our Hercules Club; 
4 a Warming-Pan- Plot, worſe than Cell 7 
Meal- I ub, Libera nos, &. 
| 7750 (rated; 
From old EE of thouſand Pound Fines under 
RuſſePs Head for hisCommon-Houſe Votes elevated - 
And Eſex's Razor at Rome conſecrated, | 
| Libera _ KC, 
ro 
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From s n-Cord Oaths ſnapt aſunder with eaſe; 
; com #2 Faith in Mun; Coleman's Mouth with a 
|  _( ſqueeze 
dropt to tel] no + 2 F ther La Chaiſe, 
Libera nos, &c. 
rom old DankirK ſold for a Song and a Dance, 
The Proteſtant long deſign'd Cauſe to advance, 
y moſt Chriſtian Reformers, the Dragoons of 
France, Libera nos, &c. 


from ſupporting our Church A. Ia. mode MMagdalans. 

from Mahomet Monſieur, our new Lord Sultano, 

And from Engliſh Pipes tun'd to French F;ftal” in 
ano, Libera nos, &c. 


From Tyrconnel's Bogtrotters, at the old Trade of 
Throat - cutting; (footing, 

From new conqu'ring Ireland for the Engliſh old 

and from Sacrament Oaths of North ' Hereſy 
rooting, Libera nos, &c. 


From Judges with Epſom and Dudley'sInfettion ; 
from Knaves in Fools-Coats, by infallible direction, 
Raiſing Heretick Armies for the Roman protection, 
e L.ibera nos, &c. 
From threeſcore thouſand Crowns, under planet 


| „Malignant, 
Givn Lorerto's great Lady, that famous Heav'n 
Un 5 ( (Regnant,. 
d. To purchaſe no more than a poor Coſhion preg- 
teig ant, a Libera nos, &c. 


der- : 5 il | '4 


rol | BON 3"... 


300 PO EMS m 


— — Be 2 


1 

Tom Tyler, or, The Nurſe, 1 

LD Stories of a Tyler ſing, Tol 

That did attempt to be a King; To | 
Our Ape is with a Tyler grac'd, 

By more prepoſterous Planets rais'd : — 


His Cap with Jockeys match'd together, 
Turn'd to a Beaver and a Feather ; 
His Clay transform'd to yellow Gilt, 
And Trowel to a Silver Hilt. 

His Lady from the Tiles and Bricks, 
Kidnap'd to Court in Coach and Six 
Her Arms a ſucking Prince embrace, 

W hate'er you think of Royal Race ; 

A Prince, come in the nick of time, 

( Bleſs'd Dada? tis a venial Crime) 

That ſhall repair our Breach of State, 
While all the World congratulate ; 

Shall, like his Sire, ſuppreſs the Juſt, 
Raiſe Knaves and Fools to Place of Truſt : 
Titus and Vane who ſought his Fate, | 
Tylers and Macs to Chits of State. 

But here, unhappy Babe, alas! 

I cannot but lament thy Caſe; _ 

That thou, fed up with Rome's ſtrong Meats, 
Should'ſt long for Milk of Heretick Teats. 
Among the Daughters was there none 
Worthy to nurſe a Monarch's Son ? 

But if thy Uncle, who before 

Was always right, -chang'd the laſt Hour: 
If thy undoubted Sire, ſo ſage, 

Declar'd th” Evening of his Age; 


Why 
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Why ſhould'ſt not thou, Papiſt ſo ſoon, 
ge a ſtanch Proteſtant e er noon ? 
This ſaid, the Tyler laugh'd in's Sleeve, 
And took his Andience of Leave. 
The Prince, who anſ{wer'd neꝰer a word, 
That he ſhould travel did accord; 
To Parts ſent to learn Grimace, 
To ſwear and damn with a Bonne Grace. 


. 
2 — — 
E 


The Hieroglyphick. 


OME, Painter, take a Proſpect from this Hill, 
And on a well-ſpread Canvas ſhew thy Skill : 
Draw all in Colours as they ſhall appear, 
And as they ſtand in Merit place 'em there. 
Draw, as the Heralds do, a ſpacious Field, 
And, as directed, fo let it be fill'd. 
Firſt draw a Popiſh Army, brisk and gay, 
Fighting and beat, deſtroy d and run away: 
Then draw a Herſe, and let it ſtand in view, 
The Mourners more, far more than they're in ſhew, 
Curſing their Fate, their Stars; and in that fear 
Shew,if thou canſt, how thoſe damn'd Sots prepare 
To run, to ſtay, and skulk in Holes alone, 
By em this Motto, Gallows, take thy own, 
Now to the Life let thy brisk Pencil ſhew 
Diſtinctly, what they are, and what's their dye. 
Now draw a Crond of Prieſts prepar'd to run, 
Like broken Merchants when their Stock is gone. 
Some howling do their Pray'rs forget, and ſay, 
dave us St. Keteh; Are all our Saints away? 
Draw 'em in Hurry, running to and fro, 
Polting to Dover, Portſmouth, Tyburn too. 
5 1 85 Next 
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Next draw a Croud of Lords, this Libel by; 
The great Deſign is loſt. Alas! they cry, 
W ho'd ſerve a Cauſe of ſuch curs'd Deſtiny? |; 
Then draw four Prieſts ; ſhew how they Rome ad 
And each Man's Scarf hang to be ſeen before, 
Two brace of Biſhops fallen to Deſpair, 
Arm'd Cap a-pe, but running God knows where, 
Next draw the Judges, and employ thy Skill, 
That all may praiſe thy Work, and ſay, tis wel 
In Caps and Gowns as they in order fate, 
*Twixt Heaven and Earth do thou them elevate, 
For their grave Noddles can diſpenſe with that. 
Laſt draw the little Rogues, the ſcoundrel Crey, 
Knights, Knaves, and Beggars; they muſt have( 
ET OE, ( their due. 
Gadbury, Butler, and wiſe Roger too. 
Amid this Crowd, on a fit ſpot of Land, 
To crow the Wark, let a large Gallows ſtand: 
Let them all trembling with their Guilt and Fear: 


Kneel to that Image, and pour out their Pray'rs, 
| And then die by Suffacati, 


— nn 
— —_— * 


A Dialogue between Father Petre 
and the Devil. 


Petre. 
O Are you come? ?cis more than time; 
Your Tardineſs is no ſmall Crime. 
All our Proceeding's at a ſtand, 
Again they' ve got the upper hand. 
Vet like true Jeſuit I have wrought 
My Charge up to the height I ſought; 


Both 


F 
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goth Senſe and Reaſon quite o' erthrow n, 
for thoſe we deal with muſt have none. 
Devil, 
Is this a Conquelt to relate, 
Worthy a Jeſuitick Pate ? 
| have more trouble with you had, 
Than all the Orders I have made 
Beides; J join'd in the Deſign 
One, whoſe fell Malice equals mine: 
One fo ambitiouſly inclin'd, | 
One of ſo uncontroul'd a Mind, 
That let the Gulph be ne'er ſo deep, 
Or Pyramid prodigious ſteep, 
That if in th' Extreams he can diſcloſe 
Any that do his Will oppoſe, 
Tho on juſt Grounds, they meet their Fate 
In violent and unbounded Hate, 
Petre. N 
did not call you to diſcourſe; 
We muſt do ſomething now by Force. 
Our whole Society is ſhamm'd, 
And we in our firſt Founder damn'd. 
Did I, tho to my Soul's perdition, 
& things more black than my Commiſſion ? 
lining belief among the Great, f 
ho forc'd upon themſelves the Cheat: 1 
While the good Man I kept at th' Oar, | 
0 Gally.Slave e'er labour'd more. 
or durſt 1 let him pauſe uponr't, 
ſt, if he thought, he ſhould recant ; 
Vith puzzling Notions {till poſleſs'd him, 
it once tormented and Careſs'd him: 
odwink'd the Pilot that ſhould ſteer us, 
Vith our infallible Chimeras. 


304 POEMS on 


Devil. | 
Boaſt not as if you'ad Conqueſt won; 
You've ſtarted much, but nothing done. 
Your Order, whereſoe'er they came, 
Have ſet whole Kingdoms in a Flame : 
Nor Hell, nor Rome, can give you thanks, 
For acting thus a Madman's Pranks. 
Did I not always to you preach, 
The Engliſh would you over-reach ? 
They'll be convinc'd e'er they believe, 
Nor pin their Faith upon your Slave. 
Your publick Chappels have o'erthrown us, 
Our very Proſelytes diſown us, 
And face about to t' other ſide, 
Exclaiming 'gainſt the Roman Pride. 
8 Petre. 
What ! do you now complain of me, 
For overaCting Villany ? 
| ſtill conſulted you in all, 
Did daily for your Conduct call: 
And tho, tis true, I nam'd the Saints, 
Yet 'twas to you I made my Plaints. 
1 own about the French we fail'd, 
But in the Jriſh we prevail'd, 
Propoſe once more and I'll obey't, 
It ſhall be done if you but ſay't. 
You know in ſuch a holy Juggle, 


hat my ſcar'd Conſcience ne er did boggle 


We mult not flag, nor fit down here, 
That would betray Remorſe or Fear; 
Which Jeſuits do more decline, 

Than er the Rechabites did Wine. 
Bur I have ſomething to impart, 
Which does oppreſs my tender Heart ; 
And made me now invoke you hither, 
Tho 'gainſt your Principles, to gather 


gle. 


. III. 


Ti 


State- Affairs. 


Truth of theſe Important Queries, 
xedful in this Dubious Series. 


firſt, if in your Power it lie, 

| me what Death Pm doom'd to die; 
Ire not hope "twill be in Bed, 

ar ſutes not with the Life I've led. 
tif | muſt be hang'd and quarter'd, 
me be canoniz d and martyr'd, 
th holy Harcoure and his Fellows, 

ke them be ſainted at the Gallows. 
d next I do the Favour crave, 

ce I have ever been your Slave; 
fold the Myſtick Book of Fate; 

d read me England's future State 
lich next ſhall to the Throne ſucceed, 
e Engliſh or Italian Breed. 


The Devil anſw'ring, laugh'd outright ; 

ould I theſe Secrers bring to light, 

hould not half that Harveſt gain, 

which I've taken all this Pain. 0 
Ir would J, if 1 could, reveal 8 

a which my Intreſt bids conceal. 

{| will anſwer thee in part, 

Ice Fye a Title in thy Heart. | 
e firſt peculiar is to thee 3 : 

' which thou need'ſt not trouble me, © 
5 long ſince thou did'ſt it foreſee. 

Ir is it reaſon to believe, 

ou ſhould'ſt the Mobile deceive, 

Fhether Martyr, or as Traytor, 

If Ballad will be Truth's Relator. 

e Conſequence of th* other draw, 

| the Succeſs of Great Naſa. 


X Rs 
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This ſaid, the Devil left the Father, 
The meaning of his Words to gather; 5 
And vaniſl'd from him down the Stairs, 
While he proceeded in his Pray'rs. 


Father Petre's Policy diſcover'd, or thef 
of Wales prov d a Popiſh Perkin. 


FN Rome there is a moſt fearful Rout, 1 

1 And what do you think it is about? 
Becauſe the Birth of the Babe's come out. * 

Sing Lullaby baby, by, by, by. 1 

The Teſvits {wear the Midwife told Talcs, . 


And ruin'd his Highneſs the Prince of Male, 

She's a Jade for her pains, Cutsplutter-her Nail. 
Sing Lulla, &c. 

The Popiſh Crew did all proteſt, 

That twenty great Men would ſwear at leaf, 

They ſaw his Welch Highneſs creep out of his Nel 
Sing Lulla, &c. 

The Gogegle-ey'd Monſter i in the Toner, 

He peep'd at his Birth for above an hour, 

And 'twas a true Prince of Wales he ſwore. 
Sing Lulla, &c. 

Another great Lord, both grave and wile, 

Stood peeping between her Majeſty's Thighs, 

And look'd thro a Glaſs for to ſave his Eyes. 
Sing Lulla, &c. 

Both were ſo very well ſatisfy*d, ( cr) 

They knew the ſweet Babe from a Thouſand ts 

*Twas born with the print of a Tile on bis Sde te. 
Sing Lulla, &c. 


Yor 
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ne ſay 'tis a Prince of IF ales by Right, 
d thoſe that deny it *tis out of ſpite ; 
God ſend the Mother came honeſtly by'c. 
Sing Lulla, &c. 
ne Prieſts they ſay crept near to her Honour, 
d ſprinkled ſome good holy Water upon her, 
tich made her concelve of what has undone her. 
Sing Lulla, Rc. 
e Papiſhes thought themſelves greatly bleſt 
ore the young Babe was brought to the Teſt, 
now they call Petre a Fool of a Prieſt. 
Sing Lulla, &c. 
e prieſts in order to fly to the Pope, 
got on Board of the Foreign Hope, 
all that ſtay here will be ſure of a Rope. 
Sing Lulla, &c. 3 


2 * — — « * 
— * — 


** 
2 


le Riſe and Fall of the Ld Chancellor. 
o the Tune of, Hey brave Popery! 


Ood People, pray now attend to my Muſe, 
I Pl] ſing of a Villain I cannot abuſe, 
Halter and Ax no ſuch Men will refuſe : 
mg hey brave Chancellor! O fine Chancellor ! De- 
licate Chancellor O0 | 
he was the Cauſe of the Nation's Diſmay, 
as Cer been a Knave from his Birth to this day, 
ke the Sot hang'd we will make Holy-day, 
Sing bey, &c. 
nt | will new you what he is in Grain, 
re not a Pin for his Honour's Diſdain; 
Deeds now in brief unto you I' proclaim : 
Jol Sg hey, &c. OREN 
R 2 Ne 
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He was the Inventor of Oates's Puniſhment 

From Newgate to Tybarn, and thither he ſent ; n 

To have him well whipt he gave his Conſent, 
Sing hey, &c. | 

The good Maſter Corniſh did innocent die, 

And all by this Chancellor*s curs'd Villany; 

His Blood now to Heav'n for Vengeance doescry, Ml + 

Sing hey, &c. V. 
He was the firſt Author that open'd his Jaws Nei 
To take off the Teſt and the Penal Laws: 1 
Of beheading Ld Ruſſel he alone was the Cauſe, M « 

Sing bey, &c. m 
Then next to the Weſt he hurry'd with ſpeed, Wd i 
To murder poor Men, a very good Deed; M 
He made many heneſt Mens Hearts for to bleed 

Sing bey, &c. | 
The Priſoners to plead to his Lordſhip did cry, 
But ſtill he made Anſwer, and thus did reply, 
We'll hang you up firſt, and then after we'll try 

Sing hey, &c. | 
Againſt their Petitions then he ſtopt his Ears, 
And till did create all their Doubts and their be 
He left the poor Widows and Children in Te 

Sing hey, &c. $3} 4 
He was the Inventor that firſt did promote 
The Place that was calPd th'Eccleſiaſtical Co th 
And thicher he made the poor Clergy reſort. Wn 

Sing bey, &c. Ty 
Of Magdalen College he thought it moſt fir Who: 
To turn out the Fellows, a very fine Trick, ro 
And place Father Walker, that curſt Jeſuit. 

Sing hey, &c. | ork 
Then next to the Tower our Biſhops he pack e 
And ſwore he had done a very good Act, rb 
But now ſhall be try d for the Matter of Fa 

Sing bey, &c- 88 
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d when that theBiſhops were brought to be try'd. 
prefer a Petition they humbly deſir'd, 
ore he would prove it a Libel to be cry d. 
Sing hey, &c. | 

hat can he ſay now the Parliament ſits ? 

I! they will vote him quite out of his Wits, 
; ey make him run mad, or fall into Fits. 
j. WM Sing bey, &c. 

Wapping he thought for to make his Eſcape, 
s MWrery good Jeſt, but l'faith it wo'nt take, 
Head on the Bridg muſt be ſtuck on a Stake. 
Sing hey, &c. 
many ſeditious Libels hath pen d, 
ed, Wd ſent them to P — his very good Friend, 

| Muſe ſhe grows weary, and thus ſhe does end, 
led. With Pox o 1h Chancellor, villanous Chancellor, 
damnable Chancellor, O. 


Cl), 


ly, — | WE 
ll try 


rs, 
ir Fe: 
1 Tea 


A Litter to the Lord Chancellor, 


Lord; 
D praiſe your Lordſhip, but you've had your 
F | ( ſhare 
that before, if not too much by far; 
Ln0w a nobler Field for Curſing does appear. 
{Il not curſe, but leave you to the Croud, | 
o never baulk their Rage, but ſpeak aloud, 
dall the Labyrinths of your Crimes they'll 
| | (track you, 
orſe than ten thouſand Furies they'll attack you. 
e talk not here of Penal Laws, or Teſt, 
how you, King of Terrors in the Weſt, 


X 3 With 


n 
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With more than Savage Cruelty oppreß'd 
Thoſe whoſe thin Shades now ſtab your anxi 
(Brea 
To thoſe I leave you; each with UP Dt 
Will home revenge his Quarrel at your Heart; 
For me, VI only let your Lordſhip ſee 
How they reſent your chang'd Felicity. 
Now may you hear the People as they ſconlf 
Along, not fear to damn the Chancellor. 
The Women too, and all the tender Crey, 
That us'd to pity all, now laugh at you: 
The very Boys, how they do grin and prate, 
And giggle at the Bills upon your Gate 
Nay, rather than be fruſtrate of their Hope, 
The Women will contribute for a Rope : 
And thoſe fine Locks, that no gay Spark mi 
( tou 
On this account Ketch may, they love my Lord 
(moe 
O for Diſpenſing now ! Ay, now's the time! 
Your Eloquence can hardly blanch your Crime: 
And all the turnings of your Proteus Wit, 
With all your little tricks wo'nt help a bit: 
Nay, that ſmooth Tongue, in which 9 
PER ry 
Now can't, altho ſometimes it baffled Juſtice. 
No Ignor ams Juries ſhall per plex you, 
But with their Billa vera's now ſhall vex you: 
From their dire Claws no hiding Hole youll f 
T hey now will ſpeak their own, and not 1 


Not now, as heretofore, when on the Bench 

Flattery and Daubing had ſuch Influence, 

And eries for a Bribe would with the Lat 
14 5 2 x * „eee ; 1 «: (diſpenſe 


h 
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ut granting all our Laws are out of joint, 

hey fear not ſt ill but they ſhall gain the Point : 
High Commiſſion may the Cauſe decide; 
our Lordſhip by a Butcher may be try'd, 

hen by Commiſſion he is dignify'd, 

x Pow'r you muſt not doubt, if he be ſatisfy?d. . 
Laws like this we have a Precedent, 

Wougzht wilt avail t'appeal to a Parliament: 

or they are ſuch damn'd Sticklers for the Laws, 
hat it is five to one you loſe your Cauſe. 

You ſee, my Lord, the Caſe is very ſad, 

nough to make a wiſer Man ſtark mad: 

ut ' adviſe your Wiſdom what to do; 

s plain, that they their Madneſs will purſue : 

hey hope to ſee you ſoon advanc'd on high, 

oft ſweetly dangling 'twixt the Earth and Sky. 

bis tis they mean, ?tis this they would have 2 


t I would chouſe em ev?ry Mother's Son: 

roth I'd e'en hang my ſelf 3 *tis quickly done. 

Ir why ſhould ſuch a Man as you ſubmit 

0 be the publick Lavghter of each grinning Cit ? 

Ie a keen Razor take, and never fear, 

oat your Lordſhip's Throat from Ear to Ear; 
Kill is feaſible enough, you know who did it, 

id you are valiant, therefore never dread it: 

al not to make ſure work on't if you can, 

e Eſex will be thought the ſtouter Man. 


x 4 Dan- 
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— 
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Dangerfield's Ghoſt to Jefferies, 


Evenge! Revenge ! my injur'd Shade begin 

To haunt thy guilty Soul, and ſcourge thy Sig 
For ſince to me thou ow'ſt the heavieſt ſcore, 
Whoſe living Words tormented thee before, 
When dead, l'm come to plague thee yet once more 
Start not away, nor think thy Braſs to hide, 
But ſee the diſmal Shape in which Idyd: 
My Body all deform'd with putrid Gore, 
Bleeding my Soul away at ev'ry Pore. 
Puſh'd faſter on by Francis, leſs upkind ; 
My Body ſwoln, and bloated-as thy Mind: 
This dangling Eye-ball rolls about in vain, 
Never to find its proper Seat again, | 
The hollow Cell uſurp'd by Blood and Brain. 
The trembling Jury's Verdict ought to be, 
Murder d at once by Francis and by Thee. 
The Groans of Orphans, and the pond'rous C 
Of all the Blood that thou haſt ever ſpilt; 
The Country's Curſe, the Rabble's Spite, anda 
The Wiſhes ſent thee ſince thy long: wiſh'd Fall 
The Nobles juſt Revenge ſo bravely ſought, 
For all the Ills thy Inſolence has wrought: 
May theſe and more their utmoſt Force combine 
Join all their Wrongs, and mix their Gr vl 
| Mt 
And fee (if Terror has not ſtruck thee blu 
See here a long and ghaſtly Train behind : 
Far, far from utmoſt Weſt they croud away, 
And hoy'ring o'er, fright back the ſickly day. 


diy 
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d the poor Wretches ſin'd as much as thee, 


hou ſhouldſt not have forgot Humanity. 

hoe er in Blood can ſo much Pleaſure take, 

ho an ill Judg, would a good Hangman make. 

ich hollows ia thy Ear, Prepare, prepare 

or what thou muſt, yet what thou canſt not bear. 

ach at thy Heart a bloody Dagger aims, 

prards to Gibbets point, downwards to endleſs 
( Flames. 


—_— 


6 4 


i Thomas Jenner's Speech to his Wife 
and Children, 


D Ear Wife, let me have a Fire made, 
Pn tell you ſuch News will make you all glad, 
ſhe like for another is ſcarce to be had. 

This it is to be learned and witty. 
rſt, Butler, Do you a Glaſs of Wine bring: 
Utell you all the great Love of my King, 

Which is a dainty curious fine thing. 

This it is, Cc. 

nd N wiſe learned Serjeant at Law I was made, 

Fay ud a dainty fine Coif was put on my Head, 

t: 
nbine 


ll, 


1s Gl 


This it is, &c. | 

but ſoon after this I was made the Recòrder, 

o keep the worſhipful Rabble in order, 

ind wore a Red Gown with long Sleeves and 

This it by Cc. | ( Border. 
e 


What Juſtice I did, my dear Wife, you can tell; 
„ febt or wrong 1 ſpar'd none, like the Devil in Hell, 
J. u gilty or not, I ſent all to Briaemel. 


This it is, &c. 
Unleſs 


Dr 
—— — 


hich is heavier by far than a Hundred of Lead. 
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Unleſs it were thoſe that greaſed my Fiſt, 

To them I gave Licence to cheat whom they lift, 

For *twas only thoſe my Mitti mus miſs d. 
This it is, &c. 

But then the King dy'd, which caus'd a Pother, 

So I went to condole with the new King his Brothe 

With Sorrow in one Hand, and Grief in the othe 
This it 18 c. 

For an ignorant Judg I was call'd by the King 

To the Chequer Court, tis a wonderful thing, 

Of which in ſhort time the whole Nation did rin 
This it is, &c. 


(Bend 


By Great James I was rais'd to the Common: ple 
*Tauſe he ſaw | had exquiſite Politick Senſe, 
Which his Wiſdom perceiv'd in the Future Ten 
This it is, &c. | 
At Sarum five hundred Pounds I have gotten, 
To ſave Malefactors from ſwinging in Cotton, 
For which they were hang'd and are now alma 
This it is, &c. 65 
| el 
But now, my dear Love, comes the Cream of t 
For the King would take off the Oaths and the rd 
Which I told all his People would be for the bel 
This it is, &c. 2 Og 
He had my Opinion, that 'twas in his Power 
To deſtroy all the Laws in leſs time than an hon 
For which I may chancè to be ſent to the Toner, 
This it is, &. 
And now to Magdalen College I come, 
Where we have turn'd out moſt, but kept in for 
That ſo a new College of Prieſts might have root 
This it is, &c. 


"Ol 


And 
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ad ſo by that means we left the Doox ope, 
o turn out the Biſhops, and let in the Pope, 


or which we have juſtly deſerved a Rope. 
This it is to be learned and witty. 


< 
— — 


. 
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made of running Leather. 


To the Tune of, Would you be a Man 
of Favour ? 


I, 

Ould you have a new Play acted? 
Would you ſee it juſt begun ? 

opery is run diſtracted, 

And the Prieſts are all undone. 

Now you'll ſee their Beads and Croſſes 

All lie proſtrate on the ground; 

bey're march'd off like Fools and Aſſes, 

Not one Skulker to be found. 


r 2 
bon Would you ſee the great Ones flying, 
wer, Leaving a disbanded Court? 


here are Monks and Friers crying, 
Whither now ſhall we reſort ? 

Now the Chappel's quite defeated, 
And forſaken like the Crown : 

opery is now convicted, 

There's no ſuch thing to be found. 
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3. 
Would you ſee the Prieſts recanting, 
Now they fear the Engliſb Law? 
You ſhall hear them them all a ranting, 
Lero, Lero, Bullen-a-la. 
Inſtead of reading Aue- Mary 
In their Babylonian Gown, 
You will ſee the quite contrary, 
Not a Maſs-Book to be found. 


4. 
Would you ſee the Neſt a brooding, 
Which way they their Courſe ſhall ſteer ? 
You ſhall hear them all concluding, 
Any where but ſtaying here. 
Jefferys was prepar d for failing 
In his long Tarpawlin Gown 5 
But his Politicks him failing, 
By his bawling he was. found. 


F. 
Would you ſee Tyrconnel ſweating 
For fear of a final Rout ? 
Now the great Convention's ſitting, 
All will ſoon be brought about. 
He muſt then forſake his Palace, 
Juſt as Petre did his Gown ; 
Like a Coward fly to Calais, 
| Where he never may be found. 


— 

Would you have the Scene now changed, 
Stay but while this Act is done, 

And ſee Father Petre hanged 

For procuring of a Son? 
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e the Chancellor a pleading, 
Where he Ruſſel guilty found ? 
hen he hears his Sentence reading, 
A true Dreamer he'll be found. 


Song: To the Tune Lilli- Burlero. 


I. 

HE Pillars of Popery now are blown down, 
One thouſand ſix hundred eighty and eight, 
hich has frighten'd our Monarch away from his 

( Crown, 
One thouſand ſix hundred cighty and _ þ 
ear, 
or Myn Heer did appear, and they ſcamper*d for 
"One thouſand ſix hundred eighty and eight: 
or Myn Heer did appear, and they ſcamper'd for 


(fear, 
One thouſand fix hundred elghty and eight. 


That Mirror of Maher, and Wonder of Wives, 
One thouſand, &c. 

ith her Joy of three Titles are fled for their Lives, 
One thouſand, c. 


orge Jefferies, who boaſted bis Face was of Braſs, 
One thouſand, &c. 
now metamorphos'd into a Welch Aſs, 

One thouſand, Cc. 


That Curſe of three Kingdoms,damn'd Petre,is fled, 
One thouſand, &c, 


ho with Rome's Ignis fatuus our Monarch miſled ; 
SM One thouſand, &c. 


3 


318 POEMS on 0 
Great Dada, whoſe Prefcace made pregnant tw 
One thouſand, &c. (Queen 0 
Now ſhe has withdrawn is no more to be ſeen; 
One thouſand, &c. 
6, 
Old Mordant": good Service ſhall doubly be paid, 
One thouſand, Cc. 
For his fetching the Queen now his Lordſhip is fig 
One thouſand, &c. 


That Sink of Sedition, che vile Obſer vator, 
One thouſand, &c. 

Shall receive the Gaſt Merit that's due to a Traitor: 
One thouſand, &c. 

8. 

Our Renegade 1 tho ak d and lick 
One thouſand, & 

For his Hind and his Panther ſhall once more 
One thouſand, &c. ( kickd 


ou 
0! 


1 | 
Now old Obadiah quits Ave. Maria, 
One thouſand. G. 
To ſing Lamentations worſe than Jeremiah, 
One thouſand, Go. | 


10. 6 
That Wittal and worſe, who commanded th _ 
One thouſand, &c. (Ton! by 
With that ſhrimp of a Souldier ſweet Cecil ul 8 
One thouſand, Se. (ſcour 0 
11. 
All our prieſts are gone back with our  Jeſkits and * 
One thouſand, &c. | (Monk, © 


And our Nuns to their former. Profeſſion of Puck 
One daaten c. | 


1 
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12. 
+ would tire your Patience to number the reſt, 
Jose Thouſand, &c. 

ou may gueſs by the Paw at the Bulk of the Beaſt, 
One Thouſand, &c. 


ol. III. 


Hai Tarquin and Tullia. 


N Time when Princes cancel'd Nature's Law, 
And Declarations, which themſelves did draw ; 
hen Children us'd their Parents to dethrone, 

id gnaw'd their way like Vipers to a Crown: 
rhein, a ſavage, proud, ambitious Prince, 

ompt to Expel, yet thoughtleſs of Defence; 
eenvy'd Scepter did from Tulliu ſnatch, 

he Roman King, and Father by the Match. 

To form his Party, Hiſtories report, 

Sanctuary was open'd in his Court, 8 
dere glad Offenders ſafely might reſort. 

eat was the Crowd, and Wond'rous the Succeſs ; 
or thoſe were fruitful Times of Wickedneſs 

d all that liv'd obnoxious to the Laws 

cd to Prince Tarquin, and embrac'd his Cauſe. 
Mong theſe a Pagan Prieſt for refuge fled, 
Frophet deep in godly Faction read; 

dycophant 5 knew the modiſh Way 

Cant and Plot, to Flatter and Betray ; 
bine and Sin, to Scrible and Recant ; 
hameleſs Author, and a luſtful Saint: 

ſerve all Times he could Diſtinctoins coin, 
vich great eaſe flat Contradictions. join; 
raytor now, once Loyal in extreme, 
Athen Obedience was his only Theme; 


tor! 


ckd 


ret 
ickd, 
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He ſang in Temples the moſt Paſlive Lays, 
And weary'd Monarchs with repeated Praiſe: 
But manag'd auk'ardly that lawful part 
For to vent Lies and Treafon was his Art, 
And pointed Libels at Crown'd Heads to dart, 
This Prieſt, and others, learned to defame, 
Firſt murder'd injur'd Tullius in his Name, 
With blackeſt Calumnies their Sov'raign load, 
A poyſon'd Brother, and dark League abroad; 
A Son unjuſtly topt upon the Throne, 
Which yet was prov'd undoubtedly his own: 
Tho, as the Law was there, *twas his behoof, 
Who diſpoſſeſt the Heir, to bring the Proof. 
This helliſkCharge they back'd with diſmal Fright 
The loſs of Property and Sacred Rights, 
And Freedom: Words which all falſe Patriots iſ 
The ſureſt Names the Romans to abuſe : 
Jealous of Kings, and always Malecontent, 
Forward to Change, yet certain to repent. 
Whilſt thus the Plotters needful Fears create, 
T arquin with open Force invades the State; 
Lemd Nobles joyn him with their feeble Might, 
And Atheiſt Fools for dear Religion fight : dm 
The Prieſts their boaſted Principles diſown, 
And level their Harangues againſt the Throne: 
Vain Promiſes the People's Minds allure ; 
Slight were their [l]s, but deſperate their Cure. 
*Tis hard for Kings to ſteer an equal Courſe; 


And they who baniſh one, oft ger a worle. ali: 
Thoſe Heav'nly Bodies we admire above, ud 
Do every day irregularly move. ror 


Yet Tullius, tis decreed, muſt loſe his Crowe 
For Faults that were his Councils, not his own; Meth 
He now in vain commands e en thoſe he paid; WM 1 
By darling Troops deſerted and betray'd 3 
By Creatures which his genial Warmth had oel 
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of theſe a Captain of the Guards was worſt, 

hoſe Memory to this Day ſtands accurſt: 

his Rogue advanc d to Military Truſt, 

bis own Whoredom, and his Siſter's Luſt ; 
rſook his Maſter after dreadful Vows, 

nd plotted to betray him to his Foes : © 

he kindeſt Maſter to the vileſt Slave, 

(free to give, as he was ſure to crave. | 

His haughty Female, who, as Books declare, 

d always toſs wide Noſtrils in the Air; | 
2 to the younger Tullia Governeſs, 5 


1d did attend her when, in borrow'd dreſs, 
efled by Night from Tullius in diſtreſs. 
tis Wretch by Letters did invite his Foes, 
id us'd all Arts her Father to depoſe : » 

Father always generouſly bent, 
kind, that he her Wiſhes did prevent. 
'Twas now high time for Tullius to retreat, 
hen ev*n his Daughter haſt*ned his defeat; 
hen Faith and Duty vaniſh'd, and no more 
te Name of Father, nor of King he bore : 
Ring! whoſe Right his Foes could ne'r diſpute, 
mild! that Mercy was his Attribute; 

fable, kind, and eaſie of Acceſs, 
ift to relieve, unwilling to opprels ; 

ch without Taxes, yet in payment juſt; 
honeſt that he hardly could diſtruſt, 
; active Soul did ne'r from Labours ceaſc ; 
aliant in War, and ſedulous in Peace; 
udious with Traffick to enrich the Land; 
rong to protect, and skilful to command 3 
beral and Splendid, not without Exceſs ; 
th to revenge, and willing to careſs. 
ſumm, How Godlike mult his Nature be, 
boſe only Fault was too much Piety ! 


Y | F has 
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This King remov'd, th' aſfembled States thow 
That Tarquin in the Vac ant Throne ſhould ſit, { S 
Voted him Regent in their Senate-Houſe, | 
And with an empty Name endow'd his Spouſe, 
The elder Tullia, who ſome Authors feign, 
Drove o're her Father's Corps a trembling Wij 
But ſhe! more guilty ! numerous Wains did gr 
To cruſh her Father, and her King alive; 
In glad remembrance of his haſt*ned Fall, 
Reſolv'd to inſtitute a weekly Ball. 
She! jolly Glatton! grew in Bulk and Chin; Wha c 
Feaſted in Rapine, and enjoy'd her Sin; 
With Luxury ſhe did weak Reafon force, 
Debauch'd good Nature, & cram'd down Remot 
Yet when ſhe drunk cool Tee in lib'ral Sups, 
The ſobbing Dame was Maudlin in her Cups, 
But brutal Turquin never did relent, 
Too hard to melt, too wicked to repent ; 
Cruel in Deeds, more mercileſs in Will, 
And bleſt with natural delight in Il; 
From a wiſe Guardian he receiv'd his Doom, 
Zo wall the Change, and not to govern Rome; 
He ſwore his Native Honours to diſo wn, 
And did by Perjary aſcend the Throne: 
Oh! had that Oath his ſwelling Pride repreſt! 
Rome then had been with Peace and Plenty blel. 
But Tarquin, guided by deſtructive Fate, 
Waſted the Conntry, and embroil'd the State: 
Tranſported to their Foes the Roman Pelt, 
Aud by their Ruin hop'd to ſave himſelf. 
Innumerable Woes oppreſt the Land, 
When it ſubmitted to his curſt Command. or 
So juſt was Heaven, that twas hard to tell, 
Whether irs Guilt or Loſles did excel.  ( 
Men who renounc'd their God, for dearer Tra; 
Were then the Gnardians of Religion made: 10 
a 
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Wi were ſainted; Foreigners did reign; 

laws return'd Preferments to obtain, 

ith Frogs and Toads, and all their croaking 
(Train: 

Native knew their Features, nor their Birth, 

ey ſeem' d the greaſy Offspring of the Earth 

Trade was ſunk, the Fleet and Army ſpent s 

youring Taxes ſwallow'd leſſer Rent; 

xes impos'd by no Authority, 

hlewd Collection was a Robbery. 

d ſelf. creating Men did Statutes draw, 

[d toeſtabliſh Villany by Law ; 

atick Drivers, whoſe unjuſt Careers 

duce new [lls, exceeding former Fears. | 

ſet Authors here except that Faithful Band, 

ich the prevailing Faction did withſtand , 

| ſome who bravely ſtood in the defence 

baffled Juſtice, and their Injur'd Prince: 

ſhine to after- Times, each Sacred Name 

ids ſtill recorded in the Books of Fame. 


U 


t! S O NG. 
left, 


HE Goſpel & Law allow Monarchs their due, 
If rightfully crown'd and anointed ; 
Lawyers are Rebels, and Clergy- men too, 
On the Bench to defy, 
And in Pulpit deny, BY 
om the Lord and the Laws have appointed. 


ate: 


Tradt 
Fell 


Courts are corrupted, and ſo are the Schools, 
ind Truth lies condemn'd as a Culprit; 


Y > The 
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The Bench is inveſted by Traytors and Fools, 
And the Devil's crept into the Pulpit. 


Then who'd in this Age go to Law or to Churd 
Since Juſtice i in both is fo common an Exil 
Truth is made Treaſon, 
By Law without Reaſon; (lu 
And the Clergy that left their poor Prince in 
Will ſend their poor Souls to the Devil. 


. — — 


On the Promotion of Dr. T— tot 
See of Cary. 


Hen Nebat's fam'd Son undertook * 2 

Of delivering ten Tribes from Slavery to Lan 
Leſt the Job ſhould be ſpoil'd,or done but to hi 
He took his Prieſts from the Mob, and his( 
( from the Cal 

But ourHero more wiſe,the Deliverers outviel 
Made a Calf the High-Prieſt, and himſelf w 
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(mgratulatory Poem to KR. William, 
n bis Return from Ireland, 1690. 
ter the Battel of the Boyne. 


I; 

Elcome, Great Monarch, to the Throne 

BR Cove gave! 
ean Reward for thoſe you came to ſave 
jet in That we gave you all we have. 

2, 

Gods our Offerings ne er the more do prize, 
en Clouds of Smoke obſcure their brighterSkies3 


Of 


the Weatful Heart commends the Sacrifice. 
(G 3 

Lang ſpare no labour to inlarge your State, 
oho not yet our forward Pains regrec, 


diappointed Kindneſs turns to Hate. 


* 
have enough your Skill in Battel ſhown, 
Courage and your Conduct all muſt own ; 
let your Foreſight once at home be known. 


pen Field with open Foes you've met, 
either ſide it is an equal Bet; 
bere your Enemies dance in a Net. 
6. 
Valour ſhone, when you your Army led, 
dard the numerous Foe with Colours ſpread ; 
"ere's your Guard againſt an Ambuſcade ? 


Y 3 Your 
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| 5. 
Your handy work does all Mankind ſur prize, 
Each freſh Remembrance ſt ill new Praiſe ſuppighl 
But pray, Sir, let us once adore your Eyes, 


You've Enemies in private, who beſet 
Your Path to Glory, undiſcover'd yet; ur 
And till you've conquer'd them,you'l neꝰer be gr 


9. 
No End you'l find to your laboriors Work, 
(Tho with the rz you could rout the Tt 
While Gallick Locuſts in your Councils lurk, Wu 
IC. r | 
Wherefore to Foreign Diets ſhou'd you go, 
To undertake a Task you can't go thro, 
While thoſe at home unrayel all you do? 
11. 
Unkennel thoſe State · Foxes firſt, who ſpoil 
And counter work the Virtue of your Toil, 
And Heaven it ſelf ſhall on your Labour ſmile 


12. 
Let proud C n your juſt Vengeance find 
And N to his Behaviour bind; ( 
'Tis unſafe marching with two Foes behind. 


13. 
Teach L-— how to mind his Dioceſs, 
To make his Pariſh-Prieſts and Curates wile, 
And not preſume to give the Queen Advice. 
14. 
Let not the Men who would your Wants ſuppſ 
With blood and Mony, unregarded lie, 
Becauſe a ſelf-advancing Fop crys, Fie. #4! 
5 FS 
Nor let your ſelf be ſo impos'd upon, 
To fancy thoſe were Commonwealths men gte 
Whotug'd ſo hard to place you on the I bred the 
10 
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16, :: #h4 

whoſe Support the Monarchy relies, 

ſho have no other Aim before your Eyes, 

t that your Greatneſs with their Wealth may 
& Re (riſe. 

Then theſe and ſome few cther things are done, 

ur growing Glory, like the Riſing Sun, 

ll (bright as that) an 90 leſs Ci: cuit run. 


certain Conqueſts your ſwift Arms ſhall ſpeed, 
m thoſe debarring Remora's once freed ; 

hu ſhall want nothing that you truly need, 

r Purſes and our Veins ſhall freely bleed. 


„ " — 
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me Paradoxes preſented for a New- 
Years Gift by the Old, to the NW] 
Orthodox. 4 


O make it the blackeſt of Crimes in the Fana- 

ticks to depoſe C - the Firſt, becauſe he 
$ their Sovereign Lord the King; and yet to 
Ike it no Fault in Church of England men to de- 
eJ— the Second, Son of C — the Fiiſt, who. 
is much their Sovereign Lord the King. 
2. To keep a Faſt (till for the heinous Sin of be- 
wing the Father; and yet obſerve a day of. 
ak5giving for turning out the Son. n 
3. To pretend a Reformation for former A 
es in Church and State; and to be neither re- 
med from the Authors of them in politicks or 
— nor the Principles or Meaſures that lead 
mem. 


16, * 4 
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4. To make it a Capital Offence in King y 
that he impriſoned the Biſhops for reſuſing tor 
his Proclamarion z and to think it Juſt to dpj 
the very ſame Biſhops, both ex Officio and Beneþd 
to live upon Alms; becaule they ſcruple to own 
new K— out of the Line, and King F— alive 

5. To make the preſervati-n of the Lineal Sy 
ceſſion a great Reaſon for the Revolution; and at 
2 time to huild the Revolution upon the bug 
of it. 

6. To complain only of the Errors of Miniſ: 
of State; and yet only puniſh the King, that | 
our Law Is impunible, becauſe he cannot perk 
nally Err. | | 

J. To aſſert the Crown is Elective, andt 

Government in the People; and yet plead Pry 

rive to excule giving the Royal Aſlent to the 2, 
pfles Bulls, 1 $3.30 | 

8. To make this Revolution to paſs for a I 
nation; and yet in leſs than four Years time tok 
aneceſſity to make farther Legal Proviſion agat 
Impriſonments, falſe Witneſſes, partial! Try 
corrupt Judges, and penſionary Parliaments. 
9. To Reverſe the Attainders of Ruſſel, St 
&c. and yet Brom. beat a Bill of Trials, that mi! 
prevent the like hardſhips again. 

10. To complain of the Corruption of Judy 
by the Power or Practice of the Crown, in pt 
ing and changing them at pleaſure ; and at! 
ſame time reject a Bill to render Judges honeſta 
bold in their Duty. 


g Fi 


z 
15 0 —_ } 


11. Jo violate Law t ſelf, rather than not 


verthrow Prerog ative in King e and 5 


ledg Prerogative now, to excuſe and evade the $0 
rity of our Freedoms. FFT "INN 


12 
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12. To pretend to free and frequent Parlia- 
1, according to Law, for prevention of Bribe- 
and Corruption, both in Choice and Seſſion 3 and 
tto continue a Parliament three Years, againſt 
eral Statutes in force, that require a Parliament 
nd not only a Seſſion of 4 Parliament) ſhould be 
d once every Tear. 
13, To complain of Regulation of Corporations z 
Wd to prefer the Choice upon a Regulation, before 
de upon antient Uſage. 
14. To think it Bribery in C the Second's 
ine, at leaſt Corruption, to take off Sir 75 
, and Sir T — L—— by Employments ; 
d yet now think it none none, or endure it pa- 
ently, in Sir Ed. S—r, Sir Rob. Rich, Sir F-— 
, Colonel Auſten, &c. who have ſo viſibly 
hanged their Sentiments ſince their Prefer- 
lent, | 
15. To pay twenty two Millions for four Tears 
ar, which is five Millions and a half a Tear, and 
thoſe half as much more by Sea, and almoſt no- body 
ad but Foreigners, and our Enemies for all that 
uning ground daily upon us. | 
16. To be roarmg at Popery with Popiſh Confe- 
rates; and againſt Arbitrary Government with 
then and -. 
i7. To think the French Popery ſo much worſe 
han the Spaniſh; and the Houſe of Bourbon more 
0 Enemy to Proteſtants, than the bloody Houſe 
Auſtria. 
18. To have ſo tender a ſenſe of the Prote- 
ants of France, and confederate with the cruel 
erſecuter of thoſe of Hungary. 
19. To make it a Crime in the French King to 
ivade the Principality of Orange, &c. and none 
0, F. to invade England, Scotland and Treland. 
8 20. To 


"4 
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20. To hope to conquer France, more at ui 
than our ſelves, three times bigger and better siſ 
in War, with a wiſe King at the Head of it. 

21. To imagine we can out- laſt France at Wy 
when, beſides what we loſe, we ſpend yearly thy 
mei our conſtant Revenue, and in Debt beſides, 3 
that that King with all his Expcnces comes withi 
the compaſs of his common yearly Revenue 

than two Millions. ä 
22. To hope to ſave England by the ways a0 
methods that moſt ſenſibly decline and exhayf i 
rather than by timely Accommodation, 


What can we ſay of the Authors of ſuch Paradozy! 
Such love the Treaſon, tho the Traytor hatt, Wt: 


Excuſe their Crimes by Deſtiny and Fate, 
And make themſelves uſeful Knaves of State. * 


The Pen ſioners. 


Et noble Sir Poſitive lead the Van, 
That only all-doing unerrable Man, 
What pity it is that his Life's but a Span? 
Which nobody can dem. 
He's fain to be help'd to get up and ride, 
Wheneꝰ er his fair Wife he is pleas'd to beſtride, 
Yet he'd rule the World was it ten times as wide 
Which, &c, 
C M-—gue too will loſe no more time, 
He'll ſtrive to get Pence, and give over his Rh. 
With Poets no more, but with Knaves he will chim 
| Which, Cc. 


ber 
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(carouſe, 
hen with underling Members he's pleas'd to 
modeſtly tells *em he governs the Houſe, 

Ithers ſay that the Mountain will bring out a Mouſe, 
Which, &c. 
ts H—— does not in the leaſt think it baſe. 
o forſwear ever having, and then take a Place, 
It makes a blot in his Name, but no bluſh in his Face, 
Which, &c. 
ir Wittyfool „that frivolous Wight, 
He values fo little the being in the right, 
That for Sixpence a Line a ſet Speech he'll indite 3 
Which, Cc. 
os with Paper in hand he'll ſtart up from his Seat, 
And prove Exciſe will beat down the Price of Near, 
„ no he has no Preferment, he's paid for the Fear. 
Which, &c. 
ill have no Place, but his Son he puts in, 
The Cheat is too ſhallow, the Mask is too thin, 
When the Knaye and the Focl are ſo near akin, 
g Which, esc. 
Whate'er the King does is ſuppos'd to be well, 
Or elſe it with kaughing would make theSpleen ſwel), 
That a Boy's made a Teller, that fix cannot tell, 
Which, Cc. 
There's H is dapper and pert without Wit, 
det WY With a Place he ſets up for a Politick Chir, 
And my Lord my Father ſays for it be's fit; 
ide, Which, Ec. 
wide That trifling Projector Squire Oo 
To make clear with the King was ſhrewdly put to't, 
Now his Debt is diſcharg'd, and he'as a Place to 
Wh Which, &'c, (boot, 
cbm: dir S that bluſter*d more than the North Wind, 
| Till the Court without Reaſon became very kind. 
Is grown into a Knaye from a Clown half n d. 
WT Which, C The 


e, and 
Vithiy 


5 
A 


J an 


of it 
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The Scrivener Cuckold ſo proud he is grown 
Of his Wealth and his Place, tho it was never kon 
That to ſuch a Toad-ſtool ſuch Favour was ſhemn, 
W hich, &c. 
Neer was better Bargain than for honeſt 7 G. 
His own Conſcience to ſell other Mens to buy, 
There's nothing well done but he's ſure to (ay fy 
Which, Cc. 
 Vice-Chamberlain in England he waits, 
While his Maſter abroad is expos'd to the Fates, 
He's as pert and as ſimple as Maſter Bates, 
Which, Cc. 
( Squire, 
There's 44— the brisk Knight, and C— the grau 
At laſt by Preferment have got their Deſire, 
All good Men muſt wiſh they were yet ſet higher; 
Which, Cc. 
R and L—- thoſe two precious Beagles of State, 
Are much overpaid for their ſenſeleſs Prate, 
When Knaves may be had at ſo cheap a rate; 
Which, &c. 
T he one's a plump got. th'other fooliſhly lean, 
Tho they ask Men no Bribe, they muſt know what 
Ctthey mean, 
Should you ſcour *em all oꝰer their Hands would not 
(be cleal, 
Which, Cc. 
B— and A— are hir'd to be in a heat, 
They're both ſo well known, they no Man can cheat, 
Vet they're paid by the Day, and ſometimes by the 
Grate. Which, &c. 
(Dad, 
The two Vincheſter Geeſe would be juſt like * 
Could they tell how to get Wit enough to be mad, 
In py'd Coats thoſe Bawlers by right ould be clad) 


Which, &c. 


— 
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— is honeſt, and A— is wiſe, 
o Man can except againſt T—d and G — 
hey plainly ſhow all the ſure way to riſe 
92 Which, &c, | 
he Men in blue Coats with their Trowſers all red, 
fr, Who not paid for their fighting, tis commonly ſaid 
For voting they are not ſo well taught as fed; 
| „„ BRB, 6. 
— $-— {wears his Luck was not kind, 
In being ſo hurry'd away by fair Wind, 
That he left his Father's S— behind, 
Which, Cc. 
then he had landed upon the French Plain, 
ho for his own Life he was not in pain, 
Yet the Officer kill'd, the Member had been ſlain, 
Which, &c. 
j Brother C— he held up his Noſe, 

Fach moment his Pride and his Knavery grows, 
Yet with all that he looks like the Drawers at the 
Roſe, - Which, c. | 

Tom F-— prete ms to be wonderful ly, 
Yet ſure without taking much Labour to pry, 
One may ſee that both ſober and drank he's a Spy, 
Which, Cc. 
The Cherry-cheek'd Hero that rules on the Main, 
Has juſt Wit enough not to love to be ſlain, 
ho he's plump in the Face, yet he's lank in theBrain, 
Which, &c. 
His ſoft- headed Couſins have no cauſe to bemoan, 
hat the chief of their Tribe has not his Head on, 
His Death got ?em Places, or elſe they'd had none; 
| Which, &c. 
Tis enough to throw the Government down, 
When ?tis grown the reigning Jeſt of the Town, 
That the P-—r: live-at the Roſe and Crows, 
Which, Ce. 
Death 
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Death and the Cobler : Or, A Dialogue HN 
tween the Meager Duke and Will. Green 
the Cordwainer of St. James's. 


„ his Grace to Vill. Green, whom he found: 
his Stall, N 
Sir, hearing you pay Scot and Lot for your Au! 
come here in Perſon, and humbly intreat 
You will help little Wat in the Courtier's defeat. 
Honeſt Friend, here's my Hand, you'll be welcom 
at Hell, TER 
And ſhall have all my Cuſtom who pay very well 
The Cobler ſtar'd hard at his Garter and Star, 
Quoth he, ſince your Highneſs condeſcendeth ſofa T 
For I aim not us'd to ſce Dukes at my Door, 
Tho your Wife and your Daughter have call'd her 
before, | 
| promiſe my Vote if you'll tell me the Caſe, 
Wherein a poor Mouſe could ſo anger your Gra 
You muſt know I had taken ſome Gold on accoutt 
Of my Favours, or ſo, as Courtiers are wont; 
And this Rogue *mong the reſt did make ſuch 
pother, "0 
In bawling for Juſtice from one Houſe to tothe 
They fairly at laſt put my Friend in the Pound: 
That's hard! Nay, what's worſe, they made i 
refund. 
But you had it again: Not a Groat by my trotl 
Indeed nay,then your Grace has cauſe to be wrotl 
But yet, an't ſhall pleaſe you, I wiſh you prevail 
The Vagabonds ſcorn your Roaſt Beef and your i 
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ut ſure they remember what things have been done 
or this Nation by me, my Wife and my Son. 

20 know, | ſuppoſe, I marry*d the King: 
indeed, tho your Chaplain talks much of the 


thing : 

ent my Lord, ſhall I tell you my Mind very plain, 

nd they ſay you love Truth; you tap Ale in vain, 

or the Squire will out-poll us, and peach you 
again. 


S ON 6. 


Hat a Deꝰel is the ſtir we make with War, 

To confound our Eſtates for Ambition ; 
ih a crafty Pretence of conquering France, 
To drill out the Coin of the Nation? 


ere a muckle thing to exchange our King, 
Lubberloons have got well by the Barter; 

th acute valiant Prince takes the Forlorn of 
As the ſtout bonny Scot took the Tartar. (Fraxce 


Or, 
dhe a 


ſe, 
Gra 


—_ 
eue faum mine Eyen if cer I ſeen 


ike a parcel of Loons in the Nation, 
Ice the Lord of the Boyne has coſt us more Coin, - 
They repent of their gude Abdication. 


the Loons of the Kirk do now find the Work 
ere a muckle for their Purſes: 

rot WS che War that's begun by the good valiant Son 

, wrol ball be crown'd with a Trophy of Curſes. 

revall: 

our AK 
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SONG. 


* | 

7 E. Members of Parliament all, 

That quarrel to ſettle the Nation, 

Prepare an Addreſs for Whie-hall, 1 
And give thanks for your King's Preſeryatior 


2. 

Laſt Sunday to Chappel he went, 

To hear a ſweet Nightingal ſing; | 
God knows whether Treaſon was meant, 
Bnt there happen'd a damnable thing, 


* 
To the Window his Majeſty came 
Io ſhew his defirable Face; | 
When a Lord, whom | liſt not to name, 
Unluckily ſlipt the Saſh. 


4. 

The Portcullice came ratling down, 

And threaten'd the Noddle Anointed; 

Lord! how the blue Biſhop would frown; 
To ſee all his Hopes diſappointed. 


| 5. | 
Count Landſdomn, who gravely ſtood by, 
A ſnuffing up Politick Powder, 
To his Sovereign's Aſſiſtance did fly, 
A Pox on the Loyal Intruder, 
| 6. 
For had he but let him alone, . 
Our protector had ſafely been lock d there, 
And in Pillory Penance had done, 
Like his Brother- Deliverer the Doctor. 


ation 


Te; 
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7. | 
an Engine in Scotland is known, 
And thither he's going 'tis ſaid : 
t'cis thought while he ſnaps at the Crown, 
The Maiden may * off his Head. 
wer let Over — que boaſt 
Of ſaving ſo puny a Thing; 
reſery'd but a ——— at moſt : 
Twas Landſdown deliver'd the King. 
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Epitaphium in Vice-Comitem 
Dundee. 


Lime Scotorum, potuit, quo ſoſpite Solo; 
Libertas patrie ſalva fuiſſe tu, 

moriente novos accepit Scotia Cves, 

Accepitq; noves te moriente Deos: 

4 nequit ſnpereſſe tibi, tu non potes illi, 

Ergo Calidoniæ nomen inane vale. 

q; vale noſtre Gentis fortiſſime Duftor, 

Optime Scotorum, atq; ultime Grahme vale: 


Engliſbd by Mr. Dryden. 


Y 


land and thou did each in other live, 


Laſt and beſt of Scors who didſt maintain 
Thy Country's Freedom from aForeign Reign? 
ew People fill the Land now thou art gone, 
ew Gods the Temples, and new Kings the Throne. 


hou wouldſt not her, nor could ſhe thee ſurvive; 
rewel: who living didſt ſupport the State, 
ud couldſt not fall but * thy Country's , 


. 
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O Raree Show! O Pretty Show ! , Wo 
The City Feaſt. 


O* 2 day of great Triumph, when Lord o T1 
the City 
Does ſwear to be honeſt and juſt, as he's witty; 
And rides thro the Town that the Rabble ny 
ſhout him, 

For the wonderful Merits he carries about him; 

Being an honeſter Man, Pll be bold for to ſay, 
Than has fat in the Chair this many a day: 
Like the reſt of the Fools from the Skirts of th 

Town, | | 

[ trotted to gaze at his Chain and his Gown, 

With Legs in a Kennel quite up to the middle 

In Dirt; with a Stomach as ſharp as a Needle, 

I ſtood in the Cold clinging faſt to a Stump, 

To ſee the W:ſeakers march by in their Pomp: 
At laſt heard a Conſort of Trumpets and Drum 
And the Mob crying out, Here he comes, rt; he come 
( ſtoody 
I was carry'd by the Croud from the place tht 
. And the Devil to do there was all of a ſudden: 
The firft that appear d was a great Tom- a- Doodle, 
With a Cap like a Buſhel to cover his Noddle, 6 
And a Gown that hung draggling thro ever. 


Puddle ; nd 
With a Sword and a Mace, and ſuch Pagecatt'Whe 
Pride, 


And abundance of formal old Foppery beſide. 
A Troop of grave Elders O then there came 
in their Blood-colour'd Robes, of a very deep Di 


he 
nd 
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| Jennets the beſt that the Town could afford, 
tame all as Lambs, and as fine as my Lord: 
ith very rich Saddles, gay Bridles and Cruppers, 
ould ne'er have been made but for ſuch City- 
Troopers: 
ike Snails o'er a Cabbage they all crept along, 
Inir'd by their Wives, & huzz2*d by the Throng. 
The Companies follow'd,each Man in his Station, 
ich e'ry Fool knows is not worth Obſervation. 
| cloth'd in Furs in an antient Decorum, 
ke Bears they ad vanc'd with their Bagpipes be- 
fore em; 
ich Streamers and Drums, and abundance of 
fooling, | | 
bt worth the repeating, or yet ridiculing. 
dll bid adieu to the Tun-belly'd Sinners, (ners. 
1d leave em to trudg thro the Dirt to their Din- 
At laſt I confider'd *twas very foul Play, 
bat a Poet ſhould faſt on a Feſtival Day: 
therefore refolv'd it ſhould coſt me a Fall, 
that I would drink my Lord's Health at a Hall. 


Tr why may*nt a Poet, thought I, be a Gueſt, 5 


$ welcome as Parſon, or Fool at a Feaſt, 

Ir the ſport of a Tale, or the ſake of a Jeſt ? 

mix'd with the Muſick, and no one withſtood me, 

nd ſo juſtled forward as clever as could be: 

paſs'd to a very fine Room thro a Porch z 

I was as wide as a Barn, and as high as a Church, 

Viere Cloths upon Shovel-board Tables were 
ſpread, 

nd all things in order for Dinner were laid; 

be Napkins were folded on ev'ry Plate, 

to Caſtles and Boats, and the Devil knows what: 

beir Flaggons and Bowls made a very fine ſhow, 

ad Sweetmeats, like Cuckolds, ſtood all in a 
row. | 


8 They 
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They walk'd, and they talk'd; after ſome (. 
(Cultaj 
The Beadle ſtood up, and he made Proclamaj 
That no one preſume, of a Member, till after 
Heas din'd, to bring in his Wife or his Daught, 
Then in come the paſties, the belt of all Food, 
With pig, Gooſe, and Capon, and all that was py 
Then Grace ſoon was ſaid, without any delay, 
And as hungry as Hawks they fat dowa tothe 
(Pr 
The Muſick ſtruck up, ſuch a Boree advancing, 
As the Polanders pip'd, when their Cubs were 
| (dan In 
Then each tuck'd his Napkin up under his Chin, 
That his Holyday Band might be kept very clea 


And pinn'd up his Sleeves to his Elbows, becauſe 1 
They ſhould not hang down, and be Ot in t 
Sauce 


Then all went to work, with ſuch rending u 
rearing, 

Like a Kennel of Hounds on a quarter of Carry, 

bd: done with the Fleſh,then they claw'd off ti 

PFiſh, 

With one Hand at Mouth, and the other in Dil. 

When their Stomachs were clos d, what their 5d 
lies deny'd, 

Each clapꝰd in his Pocket to give to his Bride; 

With a Cheeſe- cake and Cuſtard for my litt 


Johnny, | J. 
And a handful of Sweetmeats for poor Daugbie it 
Nanny. | 8 
Then down came a Blade, with a Rattle uM! 


Skul) 
To tickle their Ears when their Bellies were ful 
Aſter three or four Hems to clear up his Voice, 
At every Table he made them a Noiſe 


0 
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f went y four Fidlers were all in a Rom; 
ſho the Singer meant Cuckolds, I'd have em to 
know : 
hen London's a gallant Town, and a fine City, 
Tis govern'd by Scarlet, the more is the pity. 
When Claret and Sack had troul'd freely about, 
Ind each Man was laden within and without: 
he Elders ariſing, all ſtagger'd away, 
nd in ſleeping like Hogs ſpent the reſt of theDay. 


2 


er to a Poem intituled, A Panegyrick, 
written in the Nar 16925 and printed in 
the ſecond Volume of State Poems, 
Pag. 401. 2 


Ail happy Vilzzm ! thou art truly Great: 

The Cauſe ? *Tis Virtue juſtify?d by Fate. 

or Thee the Parents and their Children ſing ; 

ithout Deſert thou art no Favourite King. 

or Thee the Patriot will maintain the Laws, 

or Thee juſt Judges will decide the Cauſe. 

relates thow ſt made cannot the Church betray 3 

hy Soldiers fight for Principle, not Pay. 

Thee the Freeman's fixt in his Freehold, 

lers may ſpend, or elſe increaſe their Gold. 

| Thee the Merchant multiplies his Store, 

Thee the Tradeſman is content, not poor. 

Ir Thee the Senate uſeleſs Laws ſuſpends, 

nd good Ones makes for thine & England's Ends. 

be chief Deſign of all their well-weigh'd Votes, 

to inyent new Ways, new Means, to damn new 
( Plots. 

A'g © Thine 
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Thine and thy People's Credit join'd, muſt paſ;; 
But that, and Mony, not without thy Face. 
Slay'ry and Oppreſlion thou maintain ſt no more, 
Than Wealth and Liberty the Kings before, 
For thee *gainſt Tyranny they all declare, 
And only for old England like the War. 
Why ſhould this Wonder then ſo wondrous ſeen * 
When all that's good and kind thou'lr do for them 
Rebels and Witches ne'er ſign'd William's Roll 
Thoſe that oppoſe hisReign,muſt damn their Soul 


ol 


Upon a Medal, whereon two Names 


were interwoven. 


His myſtick Knot unites two Royal Names, 
L Vi*torious Lewi, and long-ſuffering Jans 
Pious and ſtout Aſſertors of the Crols, 
Whether it be by Conqueſt, or by Loſs : 
Their Glory's equal, different their Fate; 
Laurels on one, Palms for the other wait. 


P. of O's Atchievements in Flanden, 
in the Years 91 and 91. 


HE Author ſure muſt take great pains, 
Who pretends to write his Story 3 

In which of theſe two laſt Campaigns 

He'as acquir?d greateſt Glory: 
For while that he march'd on to fight, 
Like Hero, nothing fearing, 
Namur was taken in his fight, 

And Mons within his hearing. l 
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y an Heroick Poem upon the late Thankſ- 
giving · day, which was the Vigil or 
Falt of St. Simon and St. Jude. 


FR on the Evening of that Day, 
That.very memorable Day, 

he Twenty Seventh of October, 

hen none but Facobites were ſober, 

hat we beheld the Bleſled fight 

If glorious Euchariſtick Light. 

ut that the Morn we may not wrong, 
Vhich uſher'd in the Evening Song; 

or th Infant Day which grew ſo great, 
ſter it was regenerate 

nd re-baptiz?d by Proclamation, 

nd calld Thankſgiving-day Oo th? Nation, 
Ve ſhall relate all that was done 

| open Face of Moon and Sun. 

But, firſt, *tis fit that we rehearſe, 
bold, but grave, Heroick Verſe, 

Why a Thankggiving-day was choſe, 

Vhat were the Reaſons, what the Cauſe ; 
nd why it was reſoly'd, at laſt, 

bey d not proclaim this Day a Faſt. 
Firſt, To the Firſt we ſhould begin, 
nd the Supports bring after in: 

ut ſince Sapporting's out of faſhion, 
the Wiſe, Warlike, Belgick Nation; 
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The Rear ſhall take the Advance Poſt, ym 
And ſhew you how the Faſt was loſt. bat 
| | ; Jur ] 


In Council grave our Senators were met Wir C 
About th' important Buſineſs of the State; Ie 
Bus neſs ſo weighty, that all Europe ſtood, or { 
Hoping from hence the Stream of all their Goar 
Great Things were mov'd, and mighty Kinda 


i 
Like ſporting Bubbles, round the God-like 9 | 
They puft thoſe Cares away ; but fell, at laſt, 
Upon the Bus'neſs of the Monthly Faſt : 
The great Debate was this, Whether 'twas ft 
They ſhould for longer Time continue it? 
Or elſe Adjourn ; or elſe Prorogue the Day; 
Or throw their Pray'rs and Faſtings quite away ! 
To this hard knotty Queſtion, it was ſaid, 6} 
By a moſt Grave and Venerable Head, he 
That the Deſcent was balk'd, and Namur wor, 
And the Campaign in all appearance done; 
That Heaven could not be now beſieg'd in Form, 
And *twas too late o'th” Year to take'r by Storm; 
It would be fruitleſs roo, and ſerve their turn, 
No more than Dixm7d does, or little Furnes: 
But (in his Judgment ) if they'd caſt their Pra 
To Winter-Quarters, till the Spring o'th' Year, 
They might have need with all their Strength} 
And then proclaim a Weekly Faſting Day. (pri 
There was no anſwering to ſo plain a Caſe, 
But (with low Bows) the Motion all embrace, 
Straight they gave Orders that a Proclamation 
Should ſtrictiy charge this Praying, Faſting Natidt 
That it no more ſhould trouble Heaven's Quiet, 
With Pray*rs, or Guts croaking for want of Dia 
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4 mucy Devotion in this Age we find, 5 


a were it not by publick Laws confin'd, 

„ Publick Pray rs and Faſts would ſtrike us blind. 

ut ſee how vain all Mortal Councils are, 

ve dream of Peace, but feel th* Effects of War; 

or ſcarce were theſe great Orders fully given, 

arce the black Sheet dy*d with the Stygian Leven, 

Ven Charleroy cry'd out, O help, ſhe cry'd ! 

he French are plying hard my leaky (ide, 

; this a time to give your Praying o'er, 

Vhen we are weltring in Confed'rate gore? 

hen whizzing Bullets, and the roaring Bomb, 

all us from Stem to Stern, can you be dumb? 

Vhat have your Arms,w hat hath your Mony done? 

our Pray rs are all that we depend upon. | 
(Tale, 


She ſpake; and the amazed Council heard her 
hey hung their Heads, and look'd with Envy 
pale: ; 

lh curſed French, they cry'd,, cannot one Town 
ſcape your laſting Fury? What Renown 
an you obtain, what Honour get you by t? 
lis well our Mighty Monarch's out of ſight ; 
lad he been nigh ! But tis no time to talk, 
oft to the Printer, tell him we revoke 
ur late delib'rate Orders; we will Faſt 

hile Gallick, Bullets fly, and Pray as faſt. 
r' was too late, for haſty Time had ſer 
Is Iron Teeth upon the fatal Sheet: 
ut Fame (as Goddeſſes have done before) 
ne in the nick, and brought a Story o'er, 
hat our moſt vigilant King was gone to fight, 
nd vow'd t'ſnould not be loſt, out of his ſight : 
tis News reſtor'd us, and with ſwifter ſpeed 
th Poſts were ſent, to tell there was no need 


To 


5000 
pd Off 
(be 
Cren 


* 


346 POEMS on dJ. 


To ſtop the Preſs. But, O ye Gods ! hom ſun 
Are mortal Toys, how are we made your ſport ! 
Like Tennis- Balls you toſs us to and fro; d 
Or Shittlecocks, driven from Foe to Foe, 

Scarce was this Poſt diſpatch'd, when an Alarm 


Pat all the Council in a new Facarme ; - | 
For it was ſaid, our Conq'ror was retir'd, Jan 
And the unlucky Town again was fir'd. "d 
Faſt, Faſt, the Council cry'd, let's Pray amain, Wat 
Fly to the Preſs, and bid it ſtop again, F 
So on the top ef Horeb Moles jtood, * 
Out of wboſe flinty ſide he laſh'd a Flood; 'he 
Aaron and Hur with him beheld the fight, or 
Between brave Joſhua and ii Amalekite : Ior 
When he held up his Finger, they prevail; Ar 
But when he let it down, the Jews turn tail. | 


During this time, Poſts hurry'd thro the Town, We 
And in their courſe felPd one another down; Met 
Flux, and reflux, of differing Conncils daſh'd, 
And, in rebounding Air, their Orders claſh'd, 
So roſe the Atoms from their Bed of Night, 
And in confuſion choał d the nem born Light. 
What Heart could hold to ſee the {ad Diſtractio 
Which had well-nigh o'er-whelm'd three pote 
( Nations 
The French themſelves took pity of our Fear, 
Ande vow'd they'd ſpare the Town till the na 
( Ve! 
But now proclaim a Calm ; for once more Fame 
Poſt on a Gale of bluſt'ring Weather came; 
And *midſt this burly burly, loudly ſings 
AReſt to us, and to the beſt of Kings. 
In ſhort, the King (with all his Victories) 
Had ſafely paſt the dangerous Northern Seas, 
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m pat wou'd ; have more? We've got our King 


at laſt, | | 
nd al muſt grant *tis now no time to faſt. 


rm MM Sing then my Mule a Haleluja Song, 
iſe up thy Lute, which was to faſting ſtrung : 
tarkſgiving is thy Theme, and lofty Ode, 
nd Euchariſticon thy charming Mode. | 
0, eat in the Field, and ſubtle in Debate, 
te King conven'd his Miniſters of State 
anders was not nam'd there, nor the Deſcent, 
'hether it was, or was not truly meant: 
or did they ſpeak of the great Siege of Dunkirk, 
or of their victory obtain'd at Steinkirk 
ut not to {ſpend our Oil and Time, in dwelling 
In Negatives, as I was now a telling; 
edo affirm, in ſhort, that the ſole Cauſe 
this Auguſt and Grave Aſſembly, was 
ow to reſolve on this Thanksgiving- Day. 
or ſome ſtill thought we had more Cauſe to pray. 
heſe urg d beſidts; the Saints might think it rude 
o make a Feaſt upon the Faſt of Jude. 
t the Arch- Haman, whoſe Advice they took 
all ſuch Matters, firſt his Nodd le ſhook ; 
ten cry'd, — Great Sir, Saints neither eat nor 
(drink, 
ge 1e08or do they care, or know what Mortals think; 
o faſt before, or elſe behind a Saint, 
r not at all, we for Convenience grant: 
ut at the worſt, when three Faſts come together, 
e May poſt- pone, or elſe commute at pleaſure. 
gur Gracious Queen (God bleſs her) a7" ſhe 
py d 
on well this Man of God could thus divides 
ltinguiſh, prove, lay open, and decide: 


Well 
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Well ſpoke, ſhe ſaid, my Vote concurs with your 
Let ſick Men faſt for Four and twenty Hours, 
Becauſe they cannot eat: What's that to tho MM © 
Whoſe Health and Strength require a treble hg 
Beſides, the King's return'd, let that ſuffice 
For you, and Us, to dry Our Royal Eyes; as 
His mighty Self, all o'er with Trophies gract, MW"? 
As ſometime Men wore Ribbands round the Wy; 
Or like an Orange ſtuck with Cloves, ſo thick M'#? 
Between the Spice, a Pin can hardly ſtick : 
"Tis He's return'd again, and vvith him brought 
Bleſlings in ſtore, for vvhich he ſtoutly foucht, 
But that's your Care, I have another Cauſe, 
And am oblig'd to feaſt by Nature's Laws: 
Born for Delight, to eat, drink, ſleep and play; 
I cannot force my ſelf to faſt or pray, | 
I wiſh that every one were a Thankggiving- diy, 


All bow'd around, and with ſubmiſſive Voice 
Agreed we had great Reaſon to rejoice : 
But a Debate aroſe, where they ſhould hx 
The main great Cauſe ; for to be too prolix 
In Proclamations, *twould anticipate (Wal 
Thoſe Rhimes and Pamphlets which on Conqu 
Some then propos'd to put the ſtreſs o'th' Matte 
On his Return: But thoſe who could not [latter 
Own twas a Cauſe ; but all they ſtood upon Mad. 
Was, that twas net a Cauſe ſine qua non 
For had he ne'er return'd, no Man will ſay 
There was no Cauſe for a Thankſgiving-day, 
Kings may be leſt, but Kings can never dic 
For ſtill ſucceſſive Kings their place ſupply ; 
But if a Battel's loſt, or Town be ta'en, 
The Devil's in't, how ſhall vve take't again! Wc 
High Words had like t aroſe; but the vviſe Ninh 
Who vvas beſt able to decide the thing, 
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Thus ſpake — My Lords, ſaid he, I vvould believe 
low cer you differ now) you all receive 
ly Perſon as a Bleſſing to the Nation; 

was | brought Riches in with Reformation ; 
Twas I reſtor'd you to your Liberties, 
was I ſecur'd your Lives and Properties; 
Twas 1 kept out the Foreigners you fear'd, 
ince that you little French or Iriſh heard 
was I made Ireland happy, entred France, 
here Schonberg, by my Order, did advance 
he Proteſtant Religion; vow d, in Print, 
hat ne'er a Monk or Papiſt ſhould live in't. 
[was I turn'd Popery out from hence, and ſent 
he Engliſh-Scotriſh Kirk to baniſhment. 
vas | turn'd S—— out, and put one in 
ho vvill diſpenſe, as faſt as you can fin; 
ho vvill not tie you up to the ſtrict Rules 
fOaths, or Orders, Snares for ſqueamiſh Fools: 
ibleſt, and unbaptiz d, this Church's Son 
th all his Mother's Children half undone, 
Country- men | brought, without pretenſion 
o ſerve you here) of either Pay or Penſion. 
was | that call'd, and kept your Parliament 
ure and free, there's not one Member in't 
od is my Witneſs if I tell you a Lie) 
at e er took Bribe, Penſion, or-Salary. 
Tas I that all your Grievances redreſt, 
Id did my ſelf of my own Rights diveſt. 
vas I convoy d, and then increas d your Trade 
ne but my ſelf did e' er your Rights invade. 
7s But tis too much, I will not boaſt 
lat I have done for you, to your own coſt. 
it ſuffice, ll not put ſuch a ſtreſs 
My own Merits, as to clog the Preſs. 
lnce I find ſome of you ſeem togrutch, 
think the Cauſe of my Rerwyn?s too — 

| al 


1! 
King 
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What think you of my Victory at Sea? 

Make that the Cauſe of your Thankſgiving. day, . 
For my part, I'm indifferent, chuſe yon whether . 
Or if you pleaſe, we'll twiſt them both together Me 
There will enough be left t'expatiate, rh 
For all muſt grant that this Campaign was great. 
*T was not in hugger mugger what I've done, m 
Since all the World knows *twas in th'open Sun, f 


All with deep Admiration were ſtruck dumb, 
The King admir'd too what at laſt would come. 
At length, after they'd gaz'd and gad a while, Wi! 
A Lord ſtood up, and with a Courtier's Smile, N 
Great Sir, ſaid he, 'tis now well underſtood, Wt 
Whate'er your Adions are, your Memory's good 
We now perceive how great's the Obligation, Wn 
Which juſtly's owing to you by the Nation. EF 
We're loth to break with you upon that ſcore, W"! 
And to our broken Merchants add ſtil] more. 
But if you'll truſt us ſtill (for all that's paſt) Wt! 
We may perhaps be even with you at laſt. ene 


In the mean while, | Ir W 
We will proclaim a Feaſt in your own way, N 
And to fo joyful a Thankſgiving-day Net 


Whole Tuns of Greoſe and Kitchen: ſtuff we'll pay, Wein, 
'Twas ſaid, and it was done, and ſtrait each Lorq urn 
Made his low Exit from the Council-board. e! 


I'd: 
Now good Miſs Muſe once more bring in Joes 
Aid, tro 


And ſhew your ſelf a well. bred civil Maid; er 
For Pm oblig'd to ſqueeze more Reaſons out, 
How this damn'd Proclamation came about. FW! fi 
1:primis then, (for Method muſt be choſe Mk: 
Whether we write in Verſe, or write in Proſe) if 


We 
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o take theſe Matters fairly as they lie, 

all at once, but each ſucceſſively: 

Mi then, (if I may ſay't without offence) 

rere fit to thank the King for going hence; 

had he ſtay'd, God knows what had been done, 

nv it ſelf perhaps had not been won: 

more of that hereafter. Next let's tell 

ſad Diſaſters which the French befel 

dea, I mean, for tis well known at Land 

z7 had both Wind and Weather at Command: 

er Fleet came ſtrugling ?gainſt the Eaſtern Wind, 

d full fix Weeks they tack'd about, to find 

Navy out, which not a hundred were, 

| they full four and forty Men of War, 

good ch Inſolence upon our Line they bore, 

id whole Broad-ſides with wondrous Fury pour: 

k Fight was ſharp, and Fortune doubtful ſtood 

which ſhe'd give the Empire of the Flood; 

hen mighty Mars deſcended in a AMiſt, 

(the fierce equal Combatants diſmiſt : 

neither took nor loſt a Ship of ours; 

were We conquered, or Conquerors. 

Neptune, who of late a Neuter ſtood 

deen the Brtzſ and the Mogan Blood, 

ling both running in our King, cry'd out, 

Lord urn you Tide, and bring the French about: 

d. Ne England and my Dutch are joyn'd, what Foe 
dare Pattack them, and unpuniſh'd go? 

in joſbeat the French my ſelf, and for their ſake 8 


ay, 
pay. 


trong a Tide in Alderney I'll make 

|; Er Cables all ſhall drag, and Ancbors break. 

ur, W's faid, and it was done; and the poor French 
t. Wlixteen Ships his dreadful Ire to quench. 

e Pans to the King then for tb Victory won; 
roſe) i this will not paſs, VGad I've done. 


We Item, 
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Item, the Siege of Namur next comes on, 
At laſt twas weak, at firſt damnably ſtrong: 
So Mont at firſt was held impregnable; 
But when ' twas ta'en, Faith *twas ſcarce tenable 
But howſoe'er it was, the King was there, 
And ne'er expreſs'd a ſingle mark of Fear: 
He heard the Cannons roar, ſaw the Bombs fly; 
And that's a Demonſtration he was nigh. 

"Tis true the Town was loſt ; who can help tha 
The French ſtood in his way; ſo *twa'nt his fault 
The King of France our Monarch came to meet 
And in the Trenches kiſs his conq'ring Feet : 001 
But our good King thought fitter to forbear, Ii 
And, out of Modeſty, would not come there: 
But Thanks are due, that he was pleas'd to own 


And then depoſe to th'taking of the Town. { 
For our Gazets ſuch ſtrange Relations bring, Mt x 
A hundred thouſand Men might doubt the thing Moe 
Without the Atte ſtation of a King. kr 1 
ten | 
Two hundred thouſand Pounds to Savoy ſent, Wk T 
will be ſworn that Mony was well ſpent : d r 
For with this Aid, That Duke (like that Great Wil x 
Man, ' lit 


The King of France) with forty thouſand Men 
Went down the Hill, and ſo came up agen. 

Tis true Duke S — berg then declar'd in Prin, 
That to recover our Rights he there was ſent ; 
And promsad if he took all Dauphiny, 

He firmly would eſtabliſh Popery : 

Thanks t'him for that, or we had never knowl 
Who fought for 1ntreſt, who Religion. 

Next, Our Deſcent at Sea appears, which ran 
(So much 'twas nois'd ) ſrom hence to 1/pahan' Where 
Four hundred thouſand Pounds ( fo great a Suid « 
Into a meaſur'd Verſe *twill hardly come) 
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| this, and more, and much in Debt was ſpent 

* Wi furoiſh out this well-contriv'd Deſcent. 

„ they ſay, was almoſt dead with Fear, 

d *cauſe he thought Ver ſails might be too near, 

ſoon retir'd ſtin further from the Foe, 

1 went to bunt and dance at Fortainbleau 5 

ne ſay he did not fear; but it *twere true, 

1 fure our Thanks at leaſt for that are due. 

ext bloody Steinkjrk comes full in our way, 

t on't, we fought upon the Sabbath-day 5 

d that's been ever held a Prophanation 

jour True Proteſtant Reformed Nation: 

at's the true Reaſon why we bore the brunt, 

|: ſee the Godly Dutch would nel er have don't: 

ey food their ground and pray'd whilſt we Fools 
fought 3 3 

we, for ſooth, were better fed than tawght : 

e French retir'd, and ran away to Maſs, 

ir Lyon's Paw was headed by an Aſs. 

el, we were flog'd and pepper'd too, tis true; 

it yet to give the Devil and Dutch their due, 

d not they brought w off, we might have lain 

| wad been waſh'd away with Winter's Rain. 

is then deſerves a long T hankſgiviog-day ; 

tho we loſt our Men, we ſav'd their Pay. 

id now our hand is in, let's not forget 

thank Count S-—mes, That we were founaly beat 

don, brave Men, cry'd he, Conquer or Die, 

he Truth ſhall not be wrong'd whilſt I fand by ; 

id tand he did, as firm as any Poſt, 

Il he ſaw all his hated Engliſh loft. 

b, Country-men, had I but time to prove 

an Wn well the Dutch our poor three Kingdoms love, 

han Ftere's not a Man but would forſake his Farms, 

| SUM Fd our dear Dutch embrace with open Arms. 
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Now little Furnes, thou ſhalt be called great, 

And future Ages ſhall thy Fame repeat: 

We little thought that our high-flown Deſcent 

(And now the Riddle's out) for thee was meant 

Some Politicians laid *twould land at Bolen , 

Others as wiſely judg'd *twould fail to Colen: 

Some were for Breſt, St. Malo's, or the Havre, 

And laid great odds the French would never fay 
her: 

Some for La Hague; but others with leſs Malice, 

Only pretended to recover Calais: 

Some were for Bilboa, but none thought of The 

This was Deſign, this was Sheer- Policy: 

The reſt was given out for a pretence, 

Firſt to ſurprize, and then to nab the French. 

And who in War or Poetry would riſe, 

Take it from me, muſt do it by ſurprize. 

Thrice little Furnes, and great Dixmmid thy Brother 

For whom ten thouſand Men made ſuch a pother : 

' You are the T wins which our Deſcent brought forth 


The World muſt grant it was a mighty Birth: Myhi 
Dunkird and Ghent were Goſſips, and ſome think Wear 
The firſt may dearly pay the Groanmg-Drink, nd 
Then Thanks, Great Monarch, for whate'er their 

colt, ls 
Theſe Forts declare our Mony was not loſt. he 


Laſtly, and chieily, (for *cis fit at laſt 
The biggeſt Plumb ſhould keep our Mouth in Taſte) 
hat Thanks are due for the King's Preſervation 

From the Granvalian Aſſaſſination? 

It was a ſtrange Eſcape as cer was heard; 

And yet 'twas ſtrange the King too ſhould be 
ſcar'd 

With one Gun, who ſo many Guns had heard. 

Nor would we fail to thank that happy Spirit, 

Whoſe Vigilance did ſuch Encomiums merit; 


But 
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vt that he look'd ſo ſtern, one ſcatce could tell 
Whether he came from Heaven or from Hell. 
from the /aſ#, we ought to thank the Devil, 


antMThat to our Monarch was ſo wondrous civil. 

Thank GrandvalPs Powder, which miſtook its Aim, 
ind made it ſelf inviſible, not him. 
re, fhank Parker that he left St. Ger main's Court 
layer days before the cautious Vitneſs ſwore t: 


Thanks to the King too, that he took ſuch care 
Teſcape theſe private Dangers of the War. 

or Gentleman, he was much pity'd here; 
nd theſe Eſcapes have coſt us many a Tear, 5 
aven ſend him better luck for the next Year. 

But hold my Muſe, for ſhould our Thazks run on; 
hey vvould amaze the all-beholding Sun, 6 
ind ſtrike a bluſh upon the pale-fac'd Moon; 

hen modeſtly take up, and loudly tell 

ow we ſet forth our Joys by CanaP and Bel. 


Scarce did the Poliſh Northern Star appear, 
Which ſome great Authors call the leſſer Lear 
carce had the Cock crow 'N once or twice at moſt, 
Ind Phoebres within ken o*th Eaſtern Coaſt: 


is no great matter whether leſs or more, 

hen a litigious jangling ill- bred ſound, 

hrough all our Hills and Valleys did rebound ; 
mas thought the Devil's Arſe o'th' Peak, had got 
me rumbling Wind or Collick in his Gut, 

Ind by ſucceſſive Raptures did foretek 
Wownful of Church, as by the ſound of Bell. 
one thought the Body- Politick in a Fit, 

Ind the Soul- Bell knelling its laft Exit. 
was not ill gueſt, for Church and State may find 
here are ſtrange ſounds in your Rebellom Wind; 
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ria plain Engliſh, ſcarce had the Clock ſtruck four; 
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And *rmight be prov'd by eaſie Metaphor, L 
Wind may be ſaid to ring, and Bells to roar, And 
Others ſcarce well awake, judg'd it the Groan | hc 


Of drowſie Sackbut, or the Bag-pipes Drone: How 
Some {ſwore (who lately had ta'en a larger Sup) 
The Glaſſes klinkd round the Indented Cup. 

In ſhort, they were the City-Chorifters, 

W hich thus untimely lug'd us by the Ears; 
The Bells I mean that early thus were ſinging 
Their Laud and Mattins, which ſome Men ca 


ringing. 


(Sun 
Thus paſs'd the chirping Morn. Now when the 


Was driving up to our Meridian, 
Some went to Church to hear the New Pray rs read; 
Others, who lik'd the Old, lay cloſe in Bed. 
Some ſhut their Shops, which was a ſilent Token, 
That if thoſe Days came oft, they'd all be broken! 
The Cannons from the Tower broke through the 
Wind | 
And roar'd their Thanks, that they were left behind 
Lambeth return'd the Complement, and fir'd 
Volleys of Bleſſings as they'd been inſpir'd. 
High Pr of Mars, ſprung from Samarids 
Nie, 
Thou {till doſt love adore in the High Place: an, 
Thou thunder'ſt out thy Goſpel in our Ears, he 
And thoſe loud Organs tun'd thy zew-made Pray ts: 
Thou worſt and firſt of Canterbury's Race, 
That with a Wife divided Lambeth's Grace, 
Mars and Bellona ne&er before had met, 
Roaring and ſinging on the High-Prieſt*s Seat. 
Thou Man of Faith, could we believe like you, 
Who would not turn a Circumciſed Few ? 


Laſt 
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Laſtly; for now my Muſe is almoft weary, 
nd too much Labour makes a Mare miſcarry : 
| ſhould ſay ſomething of the bleſſed Night, 
How *twas ſet forth with Artificial Light, 

Twas mothy at the beſt, not of a piece, 
me black, fome white, chequer'd like Fox and 

Geeſe. 
The Lights were not of Virgin Wax, tis true, 
for Hybla*s Bee works not for ſuch a Crew; 
Nor of your precious Aromatick Gums, 
Nor your ſweet Oil which from Oneglia comes. 
u ſhort, they were of greaſy Kitchen-ſtuff, 
the oſt proper for th'Occaſion ; that's enough. 

May thoſe who love them ſee no better Light 

ad er my part I have done, and ſo good Night, 


— . 


0n the Death of the Late Queen, 


Poema. eſt YR Loquens. 


aid; 


13 our divided State 
lung in the Ballance of a doubtful Fate, 
hen one bright Nymph the gath'ring Clouds diſ- 
And all the Griefs of Albion heal d; (pel'd, 
Her the united Land obey'd, 
No more to Jealonſy enclin'd, 
or fearing Power with ſo much Vertue joyn'd. 
e knew her Task, and nicely underſtood 
To what Intention Kings are made, 
ot for their own, but for their Peoples go 
was that prevailing Argument alone 
determin' d Her to fill the vacant Thror 


| aflih Aa 3 
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And yet with ſadneſs She beheld 
A Crown devolving on her Head, 
By the Exceſſes of a Prince miſled 
When by her Royal Birth compel, 
To what her God, and what her Country claim'd 
Tho by a ſervile Faction blam'd, | 
How graceful were the Tears ſhe ſhed ? 


2. 
When waiting only for a Wind, Wit 
Againſt our Iſle the Power of France was atm'd; rhei 
Her ruling Arts in their true Luſtre ſhin'd. 
The Winds themſelves were by her Influence 
| ( charm'd 
*T was her Authority and Care ſupply'd War 
The Safety, which our want of Troops deny”, 
Secure and undiſturb'd the Scene 
Of Albion ſeem'd, and like her Eyes ſerene; 
Vain was the Invader's Force, Revenge and pride Vb. 


Maria reign'd, and Heav'n was on our Side: Nor 
The Scepter by Her ſelf unſought, 

Gave double proofs of her Heroick Mind, Intre 

With Skill She ſway'd it, and with Eaſe reſign. 

So the Dictator from Retirement brought, Now 


Repel'd the Danger that did Rome alarm, 
And then return'd contented to his Farm. 


3. 
Fatal to the Fair and Young, 
Accurs'd Diſeaſe ! how long 
Have wretched Mothers mourn'd thy Rage, 
Robb'd of the Hope and Comfort of their Age! 
From the unhappy Lovers ſide, ond 
How often haſt thou torn the blooming Bride ! 
Now like a Tyrant, riſing by degrees 
To worſe Extreams, and blacker Villanies 5 oy 
Grattan oh is Fay ene 


ol. III. State-Afairs. 3 59 


gractis'd in Ruin for ſome Ages paſt, 
Thou haſt brought forth a general one at laſt. 
Common Diſaſters Sorrow raiſe ; 
But Heav'n ſeverer Frowns amaze. 
e * The Queen, a Word, a Sound, 
f Nations once the Hope and firm Support, 
Wealth of the Needy, Guard of the Oppreſt, 
The Joy of all, the Wiſeſt and the Beſt : 
A Name which Echo did rebound 
With loud Applauſe from neigbb"ring Shores + 
d; MWheir Admiration, the Delight of ours, 
Becomes unutterable now. 
The Crowds in that dejected Court, 
Where languiſhing Maria lay, 
Want pow?r to ask the News they come to know: 
Silent their drooping Heads they bow, 
lence it ſelf proclaims th' approaching Woe; 
Even Maria's lateſt Care, 
Whom Winter's Seaſons non-contending Fove, 
Nor watchful Fleets could from his glorions Pur- 
| (poſe move, 
Intrepid in the Storms of War, and in the midſt 
(of flying Deaths ſedate, 
Now trembles, now he ſinks beneath the mighty 
( Welghte. 


ide; 


The Hero to the Man gives way, 
nhappy Iſle for half an Age a Prey, 
o fierce Diſſenſion, or deſpotick Sway 3 
dedeem'd from Anarchy to be undone 
dy the miſtaken Meaſures of the Throne. 
hy Monarch's meditating dark Deſigns, 
Or boldly throwing off the Mask. 
ond of the Power, unequal to the Task: 
1 Thy ſelf without remaining Signs, 
Of antient Vertue ſo deprav'd, 
As ev'n to wiſh to be enilay'd; 
tis _ Aa 4 What 


ge, 
ge! 
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What more than Human Aid could raiſe Thee frof Mas! 
(a State ſolowlfl He 
Protect Thee from thy ſelf, thy greateſt Foe ? 
Something Czleſtial ſure, a Heroine 
Of matchleſs Form and a Majeſtick Meen; 
Awful, reſpected, fear'd, but more belov'd; 
More than her Laws, her great Example moy'd, The 
The Bounds, that in her Godlike Mind 
Were to her Paſlions ſet, ſeverely ſhin'd;; 
But that of Doing Good was unconfin'd: 
So juſt, that Abſolute Command, 
Deſtructive in another Hand, 
In Hers had chang'd its Nature, had been uſcf 
Oh had ſhe longer ſtaid, (mad 
Leſs ſwiftly to her Native Heav'n retir'd ! 
For her the Harps of Albion had been ſtrung, 
The tuneful Nine could never have aſpir'd 
To a more lofty and immortal Song. 


—  — 


On the Death of the Queen. 


TCM Regina fubit conſtanti pectore mortem, Ine 

Opprimit Innocuus te, Gulielme, Pudor : 

Femina Virque Animos fi commutaſſe videntur, 
Cor habet hic tener« Conjugis, illa Virs, 


In Eng liſh. 


HE Queen deceas'd ſo pleas'd; the King An 
griev'd, | 
As if the Hero dy'd, the Woman liv'd: 


Alts 
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rota! we err'd i'th' choice of our Commanders, 
lone ſhould have knotted,and She gone to Flanders. 


H—_—_— 


'e Weaſel uncas d, or the In and Out ſide 
of a Prieſt drawn to the Life. 


d. 


Proteſtant Prieſt, a Man of great Fame, 
To be Rich and Great was his only Aim, 
ict was Dr. eaſel, the very ſame, 
nad Which no body can deny, 
This Weaſel at firſt to get him ſome Grub, 
Alittle ſmall Girl, and a little good Bub, 
Diogenes like, he preach'd in a Tub, 
| Which, &c. 


let in thoſe Days he was very Fickle, 
And tho he was Head of a great Conventicle, 
let he had a month's mind tobe higher a little, 
, Which, &c. 
And finding Ambition to grow with his Pride, 
And if he'd be Great he mult change his Side, 
le left all his Flock, and his fir{t Faich deny'd, 
| | Which, &c. 
by which they perceiv?d his Heart was grown Evil, 
They put forth a Book, which he thoug r nncivil, 
The Title was, Weaſel's Diſpute with the Hen il, 
Which, &c: 
IN which Learned Piece they there did diſcover, 
Ttat, like unto Judas, he was a falſe Brother, 
And of a full Bag he is a great Lover, 
EE | Which, &c. 


To 


ing 


Al 


362 POEMS on 
To which bloody Charge he anſwer'd in Seaſon, Wi 


And why he left them, told em his Reaſon, 
And prov'd all their Tenets did border on Treaſo 
ö | Which, & 
And then, like a Hero, he did lay about, (ob 
And ſwore he would preach all their Tub-buttor 
And prove them to be a Phanatical Rout, 
Which, & 
And truly he was as good as his Word, 
And writ a fine Book, tho by them abhor'd, 
The Caſe of Reſiſt ance, which ſtands on Record, 
Which, & 
In that Loyal Piece, againſt the Preciſe, 
He proved by all the Grave, Learned, and Wiſe, 
Obedience is better than all Sacrifice, | 
| Which, & 


And then he proceeded by Scripture and Reaſon, 
To prove Non-reſiſtance always in Seaſon, 
And its oppoſite Doctrine no leſs than Treaſon, 

. Which, & 
And having obſerv'd the Laws o'th' Nation, 
With thoſe of the Goſpel had a Relation, (tion 
Said, thoſe that Reſiſt would receive juſt Dame 
Which, &c 
To ſtrengthen this Point he quoted St. Paul, 
St. Peter, St. Jude, our Saviour and all, (did fal, 
Proving none cou'd be Say'd who from that Fat 
Which, & 
But what will you ſay of this Weaſel ſtout, 
If after all this he ſhou'd face about, 
And in print tell the World in truth he was out! 
_ Which, & 
Yet Reaſonand Conſcience a War did begin, 
And ſtruggled with Pride and Ambition within, 
To take the new Oaths he long thought a Sin, 


Which, &c 


1 
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i; Spouſe, like Job's Wife, to eaſe his Heart- 
aching, 
jd preſs him to ſwear that he was miſtaken, 
uo ſore think it was for to ſave his Bacon, 
| Which, &c. 
firſt he did doubt, and therefore did pray, 
ſat Heaven wou'd inſtruct him in the right Way, 
ether 7emmy or William he ought to obey, 
Which, &c. 
The Paſs at the Boyne determin'd that Caſe, 
Precept to Providence then did give place, 
Wochange his Opinion he thought no diſgrace, 
Which, &c. 
r tho he had done the ſame Thing before, 
tt now for his Comfort he need change no more, 
ar his Caſe of Allegiance will ſer ve for a ſcore, 
| Which, &c. 
or there he has plainly made it appear, 
That Strength gives a Right, therefore we may 
{wear 
ſo him in Poſſeſſion, tho not the Right Heir, 
Which, &c. 
nd ſhou'd a Fray happen 'twixt Father and Son, 
the Boy beat his Father, and ſo make him run, 
rovidence had appointed that Thing to be done, 
Which, &c. 
kſides, he has prov'd the mighty Convenience 
f dubjects transferring their Faith and Allegiance, 
lo thoſe that can cruſh 'em all into Obedience, 


| Which, &Cc. 
olet O. P. or P. O. be King, AR 
r any one elſe, it is the ſame Thing, 
TT only Heaven does that Bleſling bring, 
| Which, &c. 
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But this with the Scripture can never agree, 
As Hoſea the Eighth and the Fourth you may ſe 
They have ſet up Kings, but yet not by me, 
Which, & 
Now what need the Prophet there to complain, 
If the Peoples Anointed, and God's were the ſame 
If ſo, David's Friends they all were to blame, 
TX Which, & 
For tho God permitted the People to bring 
Good David's Son forth, and proclaim him King, 
Yet all the World knows how he puniſh'd th 
Thing, Which, & 
And may all ſuch Sons enjoy the ſame Fate, 
That dethrone their Father, and him Abdicate; 
Nodoubt it will happen in time, ſoon or late, 
Which, e 79 


1. 


With one Remark more I'll end this dull Song, Nor 
And his fulſom Republican Arguments ſtrong, Wc 
Which makes Wrong to be Right, and Right to b fo 


Wrong, Which, & 
That Famous old Prieſt, the Vicar of Bray, 
Who in all Change of Times knew how to obey, 
Was an Aſs to the Weaſel, if I may ſo ſay. 

| Which, & Bri 

And truly I think no more need be ſaid, hic 
By a Penny we know how a Shilling's made, 

For Prieſt and Prieſt- craſt is all but a Trade, Bu 

Which, &, d 

And thus ] in little have drawn to the Life, 


His Fleſh and his Spirit alway at Strife, 4A 
But the F1- ſh did prevail by the help of his Wife, 
Which no body can deny, den 

which no body can deny. I S- 


England 
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Py * 


England's late Jury: 
A Satyr. 


iſely an Obſervator ſaid, 

( Who knew our State full well ) 
England need never be afraid, 

Or ſeek out for an Aid, 

bur Dangers to repel. 


bot then he never did ſuppoſe 

Gr Army near ſo ſmall, 

Or Stateſmen to oblige their Foes, _ 
Should with Seven Thouſand wipe our Noſe : 
Force like none at all. 


This Vote made Lewis give a Smile, 
nd laugh within his Sleeve; 

Scarce did he credit it a while, 

Britain ſnou'd for his Glory toil, 

hich now he does believe. 


But when again ſuch Men were choſe, 
did our Force Disband 3 

He found our Ruin follow?d cloſe, 
And had no Reaſon to oppoſe 

Ich as went Hand in Hand. 


$ r forgets he was a Slave, 
hen in his younger Years 

He was the Sp r and a K— 
And not ſo much inclin'd to ſave, 


—_ _ YE 


— — - 
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think upon our Fears. But 
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But then there lay a Patent by N 
To gratify his Pride; vil 
On which he often caſt an Eye, Fo 
And on the Stop did wonder why A 
Totneſs was not ſupply'd. 11 


Reſenting an Affront like this, 
He forthwith veers about; 

Mad that he did Preferment miſc, 

( A Feather fit for Pride like his ) 
And courts the fickle Rout. 


But his Deſigns are underſtood, 
The Matter's very plain : 
Pretending for his Country's good, 
He ſince has acted all he cou'd 
To keep his Prince in Pain. 


For a long time he cou'd not Swear, 
With a nice Conſcience bred ; 

Nor take an Oath againſt an Heir, 

That to a Monarch did repair, 
At leaſt till he was dead. 


on when All-conquering Gold was brought, 
Which glitter'd in his Eyes; 

Quickly a Miracle was wrought, 

( Exeter knows it was no Fault) 
They that have Wealth are Wiſe, 


M——s—— ye has Parts, and Eloquence, 

And others ſay, ſpeaks well; | 
Tho young Kit met a Recompence, 
To bring his Father to his Senſe, 
Spite did the Guilt repel. FF 

Nothuot 


ht, 


fothin 
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Nothing can biaſs ſtout Sir Kit, 
wility is Vain, : 

for he muſt exerciſe his Wit, 
And ſometimes did at Random hit, 
[Mich Credit did obtain. 


H t pretends unto the Law, 
id makes a fearful din; 


As little Senſe as eber I ſaw, 
His Judgment brittle as a Straw, 
id oftner out than in. 


[———ch, he has Senſe and Rhetorick, 
id ſeems of 8 m rs Kidney. 
His Lungs do to the Quarrel ſtick, 
And once was very Politick, 

id ſome think hard on Sidney. 


H—m-— ud, he runs among the Herd, 
Violent and Strong; 


Wou'd fain ſeem Grave without a Beard: 
tut he needs never to be fear'd, 
| Judgment is too young. 


— H— ſets up for one of Senſe, 

es for a Patriot ſtand. 

Moſt wonder at his Impudence ! 

That he thereto ſhould lay pretence, 
lv was the Court's Disband. 


e who was reckon'd the Buffoon 
former Parliaments, | 

ckle and Changing like the Moon; 
il French Gold came he was undone, 
" vents his Diſcontents. 
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But moſt Men wonder that Sir Bat 
So eager is to rail: 
Yet why ſhould we admire at that? 
Since his Profeſſion is to chat; 
But ſeldom does prevail. 


Some (he had heard) by Speeches riſe, 
And to Preferment leap 
But ſuch had Merit, and were Wile, 
And did not Foreigners deſpiſe, 
Nor after Faction creep. 


Never for Rebels did Harangue, 
Nor Tenter-hook the Law; 

But left the Criminal to hang, 
Till one Foot did the other bang, 
To keep Mankind in awe. 


The fam'd Civilian, who can write 
Of Parliamental Power ; 

If he has Judgment, he has Spite, 

And goes beyond the Matter quite, 
A ſort of ſecond SHOWER. 


Upon Records he ſpends his Ink, 
He writes at ſuch a rate: 

To prove what few did ever think, 

Unleſs depriv'd of Senſe in Drink, 
Yet of a plodding Pate. 


Gr — nv—le, he ſtroles unto the Fairs 
To get himſelf Renown ; 

Yet for this Faction he declares, 

And to their Club at Night repairs, 
To regulate the Crown. 
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The times are likely ſure to mend, 

hen Pr ——r rules the State; 

pr ——r the Noble DORSETS Friend, 
(for whom the Learned World contend ) 
y deſerves his Hate. 


— - 


1 — t, with proud imperious Face; 
d Forehead made of Braſs ; 

forgets the Honour of his Place, 

Does all true Policy diſgrace, 

d for a Fool may pals. 


P———5 ſhall marſhal up the Rear, 

th Rhetorick Debate ; 

And tho good-natur'd he appear, Wo. 
Yet all his Services will ſteer | 

0 undermine the State. 


Theſe are the Jury which were ſtruck, 
0 try Britannia's Claim : 

And how cou'd we expect good Luck | | | 
from ſuch as did with LEWIS truck; 79 
0 their Eternal Shame ? a 


— 
—— 


Concluſion. 


} Thers below the Dignity of Rhyme, 

Shall *feape my Satyr till another time; 
velve Men like theſe, a Nation might undo, 
d let *em, if again we truſt em, too. 

„ no; fair Britain at her Wrongs awakes : 
ds What ys mean, and other methods takes. 
| "WY Yout 
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Vour Popularity at laſt expires, 2 
And Men of better Tempers ſhe requires: 
Deſpis'd at home, mutter your Diſcontent, 
And know the Nation ſpoke her Mind by KEN 


SATIR. 


bt 


Eclining Venus has no Force o'er Love, 
The tender G anymede now rules above: 

By Influence we die for amorous Boys, 
Changing to Godlike Pleaſures from vain Toys 
Beſides, tis Intereſt, and by that we ſteer, 
To love with Princes Is to gain their Ear. 
He's an ill Courtier who can have a Paſſion W: 
For nauſeous Petticoat when out of faſhion, {| 
B are ſtill the ſtamp of Revolution. 
Submiſſive Woman artfully invites 
Each gazing Fop, and every Look requites ; 
Yielding to Nature, is no more confin'd, 
Foe to Deſpair, in all her Actions kind. 
Elſe Tel ton ſhould never lead the Van, 
Stunted thronghour, the Miniature of Man : 
The Widow L: ſen that vain Brat would chart 
Dil —ds Arrival dreaded for more harm; 
But Fauſtus Farmer by his Magick Art 
Levels two Bellies to come at one part, 
R— ſs is ſo good, 'tis pity here to name her, 
She drinks as well as dos, no Soul can blame her 
S wich is vvilling, but ſlow Lovers ſpoil 
Her good Intentions, ſuch are How and Boyle; 
Poor Br — dons Fate ſhe loves a batter'd Bully, 
An ill performer, yet by Deſcent no Cully. 


LY moan i 


— = 
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„bam, inceſtuous Jevv, novy Beauty's gon, 

prevails o' re Politicks with grunting John. 

ond could make no Steps, ſhe was ſo ſore, 

Where Earls, Knights, Prieſts and Pox has been 
before : 

© qualify'd, to Grandeur ſhe had Claim, 

Thoſe Princes never wed to meaner Fame. 

fe on Mount reſembles Whetſtones Park, 

hinted and patch'd with Ba- for her Spark: 

o have I ſeen a Cir at Door with Trull, 

Noon as drunk, and of themſelves as full. 

has loſt her long prevailing Art, 

Ind now for Drudgery keeps Booby Hart- 

o brock ſends her unknown Gems to pawn, 

o mollify that coſtive Clown De un. 

bus Beauty fading, falls from ſtep to ſtep, 

it firſt is paid, then takes its turn to keep, 

or Counteſs Dowagers, and Maids at Court, 

he never failing Lovers of the Sport : 

hey feel the Malice of deſpairing Fits, 

hen ill Succeſs turns Lovers into Wits. 

(his ſtingleſs Satyr's Author if you'd know, 

lhe Dial ſpeaks not, but it points 


ys : 
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A new Ballad, calld, The Brawny Bi 
{hop's Complaint. 


To the Tune of, Packington's Pound, 


1. 
Hen B — t perceiv'd the beautiful Dames, 
Who flock'd to theChappel of hilly St. Jan 
On their Lovers the kindeſt Looks did beſtow, 
And ſmil'd not on him while he bellow'd belon 
: To the Princeſs he went 
With pious intent, 
This dangerous Il in the Church to prevent: 
O Madam! quoth he, our Religion is loſt, 
If the Ladies thus ogle the Knights of the Toall 


2. 
Your Highneſs obſerves how I labour and ſweat, 
Their Affections to raiſe, and new Flames to begeti 
And ſure when | preach, all the World will agree 
That their Ears and their Eyes ſhould be pointedo 
But now I can't find ( me 
One Beauty ſo kind, 
As my Parts to regard, or my Preſence to mind: 
Nay, I ſcarce have a ſight of any one Face, 
But thoſe of old Oxford, and ugly Argla. 


3. 
Theſe ſorrowful Matrons with Hearts full of Tritt 
Repent for the manifold Sins of their Youth: 


Ti 
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ge reſt with their Tattle my Harmony ſpoil; 
Ind Bur — ton, An — ſey, K —ſton and B—le 
Their Minds entertain 
With thoughts ſo profane, 
ſis a Mercy to find that at Church they contain; 
vn Hen — ham's Shapes their weak Fancies intice, 
0 ud rather than me they will otzle the K Vice. 


Bt 


4. 
heſe Practices, Madam, my Preaching diſgrace; 
tall Laymen enjoy the juſt Rights of my Place? 


nes, 

ane ben all may lament my Condition for hard, 
n, Wotbreſh in the Pulpit without a Reward, 
lon Then pray condeſcend 


Such Diſorders to end, 
id from the ripe Vineyards ſuch Labourers ſend 3 
Ir build up the Seats that the Beauties may ſee 
te Face of no brawny Pretender but me. 


he Princeſs by rude Importunities preſs'd, 

lo ſhe laugh'd at his Reaſons, allow'd his Requeſt : 
ud now Britain's Nymphs in a Proteſtant Reign 
e lock d up at Pray'rs like the Virgins in Spain; 
And all are undone 

As ſure as a Gun. 

Vhenever a Woman is kept like a Nun, 

any kind Man from Bondage will ſave her, 

ie Laſs in Gratitude grants him the Favour. 


* Mr. Bry Vixe-Chamberlain. 
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On the Death of the Queen and Marſpal 
Luxemburgh. 


B Dutch Prince, here lie th'onconquer 

Pair 

Who knew your Strength in Love, your Strength 
in War! 

Unequal Match to both no Conqueſt gains, 

No Trophy of your Love or War remains. 


i — 


Un the Report of King James's ſending a 8 
P npotenttay y fo the I realty of Ryl' wick. 


k Ing FAMES lay the Zacks, as other Kings do, 
To the Treaty mult {end an Amballador too, 
But wWitere can wende a Perſon ſo wile 
As is ſit to take on him an Office ſo nice; 
To act from a Prince whom nobody owns, 
But thoſe whoſe Advice before loſt him his Thrones; 
To beg that the Prizces would grant him a ſhare 
In a Treaty of Peace, who had noae in the War? 
And ſince for Religion he quitted his Throne, 
And foſter'd a Baſtard inſtead of a Son, 
Topray they'd - conſider his Loſſes at home, 
And ſend him with Paſs-ports to Warſaw or None, 
For a Crown, or a Cap, or ſome ſuch like thing, 
That ſince he can't live, he may look like a King: 
For the Kinzdoms he loſt Vallow him another, 


And make him a Mouarch of ſome thing or * | 
0 
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ir truly ( an't pleaſe you) the Envoy muſt ſay, 
ur Proteſtant Friends are hang'd out of the way, 
ur Servants for ſake us, our Allies deny us; 

id if the good Catholicks will not ſtand by us, 
Nur Queen will run mad, our Self will want Bread, ? 
ur Heir too in ſpite of the Bargain we made, 8 
aſt home to his Father and work at his Trade. 


_ * 


e 


Jo the Earl of Portland on his Embaſſy 
to France, 


Hat! Shall each Patrons rip'ning Smile infuſe 
A kindly Warmth to each officious Mule ? 

hall all be proſtitute to Dorſet's Name, 

blutted with Praiſe, and ſuricited with Fame? 

Shall Spencer peep abroad? and Or mond ſhine ? 

Shall Sommers ſparkle too, and flame in ev'ry Line? 

Ind not one Muſe for Sacred Portland's Fame, 

o grace his Triumphs, and record his Name? 

cou d I breath ſo ſoft, fo ſweer a Tune! 

; Phæbus (elf might hear, as Phæbus ſelf might 

own; | 

d ſummon all my Fury, all my Lays, 

d riot on thy Charms, and wanton on thy Praiſe, 

ut ſee! the Bards ſtand awfully around, 

ind none ere yet profan'd the Sacred Ground: 

Vith conſcious fear they curb their glowing Fire 

let what they dare not praiſe, they muſt admire. 

Tho moſt to Milliam, much to you we owe, 

a him's our Safety, and our Joy in you: 

or ever happy ſhall we, muſt we be, 

— has her King, and Albion's King has 

Se. 


Sha: But 
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But which of all thy long, thy numerous Train, Wro . 
Which Virtue glitters moſt, and crowns the notjMivr 
Scene ? Wha 
A thouſand thronging Graces juſtle there, 
A thouſand Virtues crowd and ſtruggle to appear Irn 
Which then of all thy Virtues can I chooſe, 151 
To kindly pleaſe a wanton ſporting Muſe! ? but 
Ahaſht, like me, the Phrygian Paris lies, 
And knows not whore to fix his Golden Prize. — 
When Juno tempts with an alluring Bait, 
hrows all her gandy Treaſure at his Feet; | 
When Pall ſcorning little ſordid Gain, 
Would fi] and crowd his teeming full-fraughtBrain 
When Venus, crown'd with ev'ry charming Grace 
Comes dazzling in his Eyes, and lightning in hi A 
Face, 
He knows not which is greateſt, which is moſt, ? 
Unfxt, unſettled, varioully he?s toſt, 
In Raptut es drown'd, in Admiration loſt, 
But ſtil] of all, of all that come in view, 
"Tis chiefly yours to be ſincere and true. 
Fain would I ſpeak of thy well-guarded Truſt, 
And wherc | can't be !aviſh, vvov'd be juſt. 
How much as ſaffer'd, and how much deſery' 


A Faith ſo often try'd, ſo well preſerv'd : \ 
True. to vour Truſt, aud faithful to your Care, 
In cv'ry place you ſhine, but dazzle here. tc 


In France with equal Luſtre you appear, | 
They all adore your Wiſdom and your Care: In 
Extoli'd by ev'ry Tongue, they all commend Cl 
The Trince's Darling, and the Nation's Friend. IN. 


William himſelf then doſt out- do in this, Bu 
For he's the Nation's Friend, but thou art his He 
Yet Holland, claim not thou an equal ſhare, W 


Tho with thee Portland ſuck'd bis Infant Air: 


To 


in, 
obl 


Year 


To 
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To Albion then thy weaker part relign, 

Nor fondly boaſt that Portland's Virtues thine : | 
What tho from thee there ſprang his antient Line? 
True Britiſh Graces in the Hero ſhine, cine 
Trae Brit iſh Virtues crown aad ſtamp him all Di- 
k; Holand too, may William hither bring; 

But Holland's Prince is loſt in Allien's King. 


1 r 
6 —_— 


Upon the burning of Rte hall, 
Jan. 4. 1697. 


Rſerat ut meritis Regia Alba aft impia flammis,, 
Vi, ſtupro & frauds, Statio ſacra diu; 

Albanie exult ans Genius, Volucriſque figur: 

Indut us, circum Incendia lata volat. 
gd dum perluſt rat flagrantia cetera let us, 

Sacrum Epulis urget proxima flamma minax ; 
Sifite ” ait, Pars hac #nſipns Morte Tyrann, 

Et Patriæ Vindex, ſola perennis erit. 


In Engliſh. 


V Hile leud V hite- hall, burning in juſteſt 
Flames, 
Heavin's Wrath ?gainſt Force, and Luſt, and Fraud 
proclaims; 

In Eagles ſhape, the Genius of our Iſle, 

Clzpping its Wings, with Joy flew round the Pe : 

No Chappel, Room of State or Eaſe exempt. 

but when the Banquet houſe the Flames attempt, 

Hold! (cry'd the Angel) for this Sacred Place, 

Where Ty ——t's Blood waſt'd out my Ifle's 
Diſgrace, | 

all every Fire (but the World's laſt) outface. 

Another 
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Another Ver ſion of the ſame. 


Hite-hall, a Palace impious and accurs'd, 
Where bloody Violence, Treachery and 

| Luft 

Had revel'd Mes, now her Date expires, 


She glows and blazes with revenging Fires. d 
While Albion's Genius on a flaming Cloud, 

Smiling and joyful round the Bonfire rode: Wor 
He ſaw each Building fink its lofty Head, Whe 


And cleanſe its black Guilt with atoning Red. Wh: 

But when the Sacred Pile began to ſmoke, 

That ſent the Tyr—t to the fatal Stroke; 1.0 

Stop here, ye Flames, he cry'd, Theſe Walls 
muſt ſtand 

Th' Avengers of our Blood, and Guardians 0 
our Land. 


— — Ad 


A new Anſwer to an Argument againſt « 
 Standing- Army. 
We, they who have nine years look'd ſour 
Againſt a French and Popiſh Power, 

Make F nds with both in half an hour? 
This is the time. 

Would they directly break the Sword 

By which their Freedom was reſtor'd, 

And put their Truſt in Lewis Word ? ? 


This is the time. 
Would 
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Vould they lcave England unprotected, 
o ſhew how well they are affected, 
ind get themſelves next bout elected? 
| This is the time. 
Would they preſerve their Wives and Pullets 
1ozin{t the Soldiers Luſts and Gullets, 
Ind break our Guys to ſave our Bullets? 
This is the time. 
Would they oblige a Winter- Sea 
Their prudent Orders to obey, 
ind keep a ſtanding Wind in pay? 
This is the time. 
would they but ſay what they're purſuing, 
Whom they're advancing, whom undoing, 
l. WMi/h:t pack of Knaves ſhall prove our Ruin? 
This is the time. 
God's Name let em ſhew their Games, 
als ird fix to one of theſe Extreams, 
Commonwealth, or elſe King James; 
s off For now's the time. 


On the Death of My. Dryden. 


£5 Dryden Enemies had three; 
Sir Dick, old Nick, and Jeremy. 
Tie Doughty Knight was forc'd to yield 3 
The other two have kept the Field : 

but had his Life been ſomething holier, 
rad foiPd the Devil and the Collier. 
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ak 
On the Death of the Duke of Gloceſter, 7 
By Dr. Bentley. And 
but 
Vid queror ? an proprio ſub Pondere magna fa 4 
tiſcunt? | 
Et Nal ura labat dotibus ipſa ſuis ? E 
Sic moreris, Gulielme, & Sceptra & Vota tuorum 10 
Deſtituens , brevis heu! ſpes diuturnus Amor ge 
An pot ius Terram Deus indignatus inertes \m 
Illiſtres Animas ad ſupera alta vocat. Wh 
Nec morerts, Gulielme, volas ſed viv ad Aſtra, * 
Athereis vedtus quali Enochus Equis; * 
Et poſitis nouns Exuviis roſeo ore refulges, uſt 
Inter Cælicolas conſpiciendus Avos, 7 
Interea fleudo nos fruſtra ducimus horas, = I 
Vivents On caſſas ſol vi mus Exequias. Wi 
Scilicet ? at ſine te triſti marceſcere in evo, 990 


Tllad erit nobis, bis, Gulielme, mori. 


Thus tranſlated by the Id Jefferies. 


VV Hat reaſon have I to complain, 
Since in all times it has been plain, 
That great and weighty things muſt ſoon, 
Like Jacks with their own Weight, go down ? 
And Nature, when upon her Back 

She lays too much, will ſurely crack. 

50 little Willy dies, and cares 

Neither for Scepters, nor our Pray'rs : 

And I ſhall love him long, for all 

The Hopes he gave us were but ſmall. 


Or 


Or 
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or rather God, who gave us Birth, 
king in Wrath with lazy Earth, 


rakes this occaſion, and prefers 


lyſtrious Souls among the Stars. 

it be ſo, I told a Lie, 

And little Willy does not die; 

It mounts alive, and ſwiftly flies, 

on Airy Horſeback thro the Skies. 

Tis the ſame Horſe old Enoch rode, 

ind Aſgil keeps to go to God. 

Now ſee the Youth without his Clothes, 
How like a new-born Flow'r he ſhows, 
de how his roſy Cheeks do ſhine 
Among his Anceſtors Divine. 

While we poor Mortals here below 
Our Sighs and Tears in vain beſtoy : 
And empty Obſequies are paid, 

juſt as if he were really dead: 

Which makes it plain, that living on 
\ hated Life, now he is gone, 

Will be to us, altho our Breath 

ould ne'er be ſtopt, a double Death. 


— 


Dialogue between the Ghoſt of Capt, Kidd, 


and a Rid-napper. 
Kid. 


From my Ship 1 2m come again to my Wherry, 
ind from thence, my old Friend, with you to be 
merry; 


Which nobody can deny. 
Nav. 


+ 


Rom the Boat of old Charon in the Stygian Ferry, 
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Nap. a 
Stand off, thou grand Pyrate, I have nothing to q 
With ſuch plund'ring Rogues and Robbers as yoga 
Had I been of your Jury, I had hang'd you too An. 
Which, & ut 
Kid. 
How now Brother Napper, why in ſuch a Fury 
Ir could not have been worſe, had you been of n 


Jury? [hc 
But I left you in better Temper I aſſure you; for 
Which, 64" 

Nap. 


But you and the Devil ſtill ow'd me a Shame, 
And now with a Vengeance at laſt it came, 
And has quite ruin'd my honeſt good Name; A. 
Which, ct 
Kid. WI 
But Brother, you know that was pretty well gone 
For tho the Seeds of your Honeſty often were ſow: 
I never yet heard that any were grown: 
W hich, &r 


Nap. 

Thou Son of a Boatſwain, begot in a Skuller, 
Thou Dunce of a Pyrate, my Head is not duller; 
Tho you got your Wealth faſter, my Pockets 


fuller, 
Which, G. 
Kid, 
But be not ſo haughty and angry, good Brother, 
If we two Kidnappers underſtand one another, 
There will be no occaſion for all this pother : 
W hich, C&W 


Nap, 
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Nap. 
\ Kinſman, but no Cater- Couſin I had 
And of ſuch you know I oft ſhip'd you a Lad, 
Bat this laſt and the Law have almoſt made me 
mad : 
Which, &c. 
＋ Rid, 
[hope you took warning by my woful Condition, 
u; or that good Advice I gave with Contrition, 
o take care how you acted beyond your Com- 
miſſion z 
ne Which, OC 
J 
Nap. 
I Commiſſion they told me I had of the Peace, 
nt not to ſend People away to the Seas, 
Which makes me almoſt to melt in my Greaſe ; 
one Which, &c. 
om Kid. | 
lis time I confeſs, now you're taken thus napping, 
Totake care leſt you coach it with me to Wapping, 
duce you ſee me trapan'd, ſome are as good at 


arri Which, &c 
1 . 


Nap. | 
Tis true, Brother Xia, that I live in the Strand, 


| OW iere Low-water Mark is the nearer at hand, 
du are Pyrate at Sea, as | Pyrate at Land; 
then, Which nobody can deny. 
her, 
* 
, Cr. * —— — — — 
4 
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4 Congratulator Poem to the Naht H. 
nourable Six E. S. Cc. 


"Tos Poets praiſe Thoſe moſt who need it leaſt 

The ſe by your Foes mult all be Truths confeſt; 

That Nature form'd you vigorous and ſtrong, 

And ſtrength of Nature makes you hold out long: 

Who by her ſage Diſpenſing Power obtain'd 

More Wit and Senſe, than your young Rival gain 

From all the painful Labours of the Schools, 

And made you early talk to Men, not Fools. 

With Judgment ſtill, not Heat, your Courſe you 

To finiſh well that Race ſo well begun; (run, 

With Equal Pace, and no ill-govern'd Heat, 

And with no Pompous Patent, Vainly Great 

With Wealth and Honour, till defpis'd, yowre 
crown'd, | 

Yet want that ſtill, with which you moſt a 
bound ; 

Not that a Man knows more their proper ule, 

Or less thoſe Mighty Bleſlings do's abuſe. 

You in your Merits moſt unkindly ſhare 

Much of that Fate your faithful Friends do here, 

To whom the ſame regard, Great SIR, is {how 

You oft have met with when the Work was done. 

In vain, in ſolid Senſe and nervous Proſe, 

We pour'd our Forces on your Rhiming Foes; 

Thoſe made of late few Miniſters of State, 

Verſe was more powerful, or importunate : 

Verſe made th? once humble Mouſe a Rar, iu hat, 


And Verſe made Him, who made the Houle, 1 " 
ro 
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from Channel. row he n&er had croſs'd the Main, 
Vor from flat Rheniſh elſe reach'd brisk Champazryr - 
Verſe made his Paſtoral Patron riſe apace 
, With equal Merit, and with equal Grace; 
"WY With a more glorious Rod t' adorn his Hand, 
Than the Caducean Mercury's Golden Wand. 
Black Rods and White! oft work moſt wondrous 
Thin?” >... e | 
alt, When given by Ruling Gods, or Regent Kings. 
elt; Verſe the Fam'd Fleckno rais'd, the Muſes Sport, 
from drudging for the Stage, to drudg at Court; 
ug; And moſt deſerv'dly crown'd Him Laureat now, 
Who Sternbold has ontdone, and Hopkins too. 
Verſe like ſome Spell rais'd old King Arthurs 
Train, EFT 
Made his Rownd-T able Knights t appear again, 
And dub the Man, who more than Callibourn 
os had ſlain. | ped ogra, 
By Verſe mad Clito ſtrove t' advance the Cauſe, 
To Rhime away Religion, Kings, and Laws, 
Mongſt theſe the bold Corinthian too might paſs 
Y A Minor Poet of th' Inferior Claſs, 
uno, not like race, rais'd his Monument of 
Braſs. | 
This vaſt Succeſs of Verſe our Poets had, 
stateſmen at Home, and Envoys all Abroad. 
To which no Proſe had parallel Succeſs, _ 
And makes us now accoſt you thus in Verſe. | 
The beſt of Princes, who firſt made you Great, 
Whom you beſt ſerv'd, and with Him too the 
State, Wt _ ; | 
Diſmiſs'd you coldly to a kind Retreat— __ . 
The following Reign confeſs d your grave Advice 
Was wanting, in ſo tender Calg and Nice, 
Where Loyalty the Standard did diſplay, 
but wild Deſtruction charg'd in full Array. 
Ce Th'un- 
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Th” unwary Greeks their Errors thus confeſs, 
And ſtill conſult Viyſſes in Diſtreſs ; 
Thus oft their exiPd Patriots they recall, 
And Ariſtides, when diſtreſsd, their All: 
Thus too their Grecian Prince to Ammon ſtraight 
Repair'd, for to reſolve his doubtful Fate. 
Nor could our Monarch thus perplext, adviſe 
In Place more proper, or a Man more wiſe. 
Near to that dangerous Sedgmore down He came 
For to conſult an Oracle of Fame; 
Where, had your ſage Advice been wiſely took, 
No King had Subjects; Subjects King for ſook. 
When to th' Extreams of Conſcience, and of State, 
The labouring Kingdom was reduc'd by Fate; 
Vou took the wiſeſt, or the happieſt Way, 
And with your Weſtern Legions joyn'd Torbay: 
For which the Knighted Bard extends your Fame, 
And makestb? Old Briten, to record your Name. 
True to your Country till, true to the State, 
[For who can queſtion Truths we prov'd ſolate?] 
All your Deſigns ſtill honourably Good, 
Ib' Apoſtate Stateſman, not the King withſtood. 
Thus ſpake your Self; — thus to the Conqueror 
ſpake, 
And pleaded Freedom for Deliverance- ſake, 
Freedom for England, Freedom for her Crown, 
[That's moſt enſlav'd, when moſt precarious 
grown. 
This Service great! with the frank Speech was 
And both with equal Courteſie repaid. (weigh d, 
Your much lov'd ISC A truly made your own, 
And you made Maſter of your Miſtreſs Town; 
Where freed from Cares of State, ſecur'd to ſleep, 
The Town's Palladium you might ſafely keep, 
Till Warlike Caledon allum'd the Charge, 


And ſet the confin'd Governour more at me 
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Pour great Effort of Courage next was ſhown, 
For bold was He who then dar'd ſerve the Crown] 
ſhe Royal Martyr owes his Thanks to you, 
Oblivion Act, The Regicide Ludlow too 
is old Commiſſion elſe had been renew'd, 
1d the Royal Signet ſeal'd to Royal Blood. 
Nor did your Engliſh Spirit brighter ſhine, 
n the Defence of Englands Royal Line, 

han to your Country's Aid and Intereſt true, 
[50 much the Patriot rul'd the Courtier too] 
timely came to aid th? unequal Fight, 
nd help the injur'd Commons to their Right. 
oſuch great Actions ſomething more is due, 
\nd ſomewhat more may be reſerv'd for You 
na more glorious Reign, than hath been ſeen 
Since bright E LIZ 4's Days, our Engliſh Queen 
hilſt ANNA, like ELIZA, Worth regards, 
Daly the Valiant, Wiſe, and Good Rewards; 
ith the like awful Grace adorns the Throne, 
ind makes Her Subjects Happineſs Her own 
th the ſame Awe, with the like Love obey d, 
Ind a wiſe Senate to Adviſe and Aid: 
ne England's Church and State triumphant 

and | 

nd France and Spain dread her victorious Hand, 
ind OR AON D fills with Terror Sea and Land. 
ard would it be to loſe then Ground at Home, 
tom ſuch good Seed to ſee th Old Tares to come; 
lo ſee the curſt Advice again revive, | 
nd the worſt Men again prefer'd and thrive; 
ee Old and Modern Whigs again prefer'd, 
ind poor Tem Double fairly hang'd or tary'd, 


ht 


Ce 2 The 


3388 POEMS o | 


Wh 

| Wi 

— — — or 

\ 

The 

The Neg itive Prophely found under the The 
Ruins. of Whitehall. The 

Wit 

1 Sing NOT A Fove's mighty Thunder, | | 
The New made Lords, or Vigo Plunder; s 


Nor of the C ns Godly Frolick, N 
To ſettle Chriſt's Church Apoſtolick 5 
Nor of the Pious Convocation, 
Clearer than Doves from Gall or Paſlion : 
How thoſe Grave Rabbies, to a Wonder, Wh, 
Kept Hereſies and Schiſms under: P þ 
How Binks and Kimberly did ſhine 
In that dark Orb with Rays Divine; 
With what Devotion and Behaviour, Wh: 
The ſawcy Prieſt blaſphem'd our Saviour oth 
How each his Talent did exert 
With Arguments not worth a F rt, 
To prove that plainly & Majori, 
No Reverence was due Superiori. 

Whether it was for Oſtentation, 
Or to promote our Reformation ; 
Or to repent for telling Tales, 
And drinking N-—ts to tt Pr of 1. 
That M——w, top full of Grace, 
In Royal Chair refus'd her place. 
i eel] not why the —— content 
To ſhare with her the Government: 
Nor do I care how many Scars 
Our Beaus do bring from Field of Mars; 
Whether the noiſy Fops at Mills, 


to Hell to pay their Bills. 
Do go to pay their Bills Wha 


the 
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When they'l take Antwerp or Oſtend, | 
when Matters on the Rhine will mend, 5 
or when the War will have an End. ; 
When Leopo/dus will grow Wiſe, 
The Swede lay by his French Diſguiſe ; 
The Czar well bang'd to make him quiet; 
The Poles by Bleeding and low Diet, 
With the dull Sſs, reſtor'd agen, 
hake off the 4/s and act like Mev. 
ligenius with his Perrans ſent, 
To make the French a Carp: Complement ; 
Then we ſhall get In --—e 
In A——y, with more Senſe : 
ourtiers have leſs Knavery, 
ea Captains ſhew more Bravery; 
When High Church-Rampant ſhall agree 
have Partners in their Roguery, 
'— H— and S -x, with the reſt Decree, 
either to Bribe, nor puniſh Bribery : 
hen under Cloaks and Caſſocks there ſhall lie 
othing but Faith and ſound Divinity, 
hen ſhall the Golden Age once more be ſeen, 
en Heaven and Earth ſhall ſing, God ſave the 
(QUEEN. 
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— — COONS 
a 50 
Occaſional Conformity. 0 
| T 
A proper new Ballad. By a Weſt-Saxo . 
| 
Ccaſionly as we diſcours'd of Queen, 2 4: 
Church, and Nation, 
Occaſionly we took to view that Engine, call 0: 
Occaſion, Al 
Occaſion fram'd for nothing elſe, but to occaſ 
_ Miſchief; 00 
A Cloak to cover Hypocrites, of whom the Devi A: 
is chief. 
Occaſion far a Loop-hole ſerves, whenever ther Oc 
occaſion, 


To leave Plain-dealing in the lurch, and ily Oc 
dear Evaſion. 

The Loyolift may hang himſelf, and damn 's Eq 
vocation, 

That fuſty Ware's now thrown aſide, Occaſo 
all the faſhion. 

Let England prize her Native Wares, and not 
for Outcomers 3 

We've home-ſpun Jeſuits of our own, more 
than from St. Omers. 

Theſe Saints of freſheſt date devis'd this it 

Trick, Call'd Occaſion, 

By this they have refin'd upon all former Rel 
mation. Wh 
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Dull Martyrs ſpill their Blood in vain for want of 
this Device, Sir, 


by this they might have Heathens been, and Chri- 
ſtians in a trice, Sir. 

Occaſion more Faces has upon Occaſion ſurely, 

Than ever Hugh or Burgeſs had, who taught the 
Goſpel purely, 

True Scot, upon Occaſion, can look like Engliſh 
Biſhop : z 

And Quack out-does, with Whiggiſh Warcs, all 
ſuch as come to his Shop.. 

Occaſion can make a Man, with little or no trouble, 

Sincere as canting Whitaker, and honeſt as Tom 
Double. 

Occaſion permits the Saints occaſionly to lie, Sir, 

And fathom My ſter ies too deep for ſuch as you and 
I, Sir. 

occaſionly they ſhall conform, occaſionly diſſent, 
Sir, 

fly WF Occaſionly ſhall take an Oath to break it with in- 
tent, Sir. 

Oceaſionly ſhall go to Church, occaſionly to Meet- 


ing; 
Occaſionly betray their Lord, while they like Ju- 
das greet him. 
Occaſionly deny him too, in open view of Men, 
Sir 5 
ore i And where's the barm ? for when ' tis fit, they own 
him can agen, Sir. 
his N Occaſionly communicate, occaſi only refrain, Sir; 
But conſtantly communicate when "twill occaſion 
1 Gain, Sir. | 
When twill occaſion Godly Men to Parliament to 
ride-a, 


And pore with great Sincerity to take Occaſion's 
de- a. 
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When 'twill occaſion, Cheats to ſcape, and hinder 
fair Accompting, 

When 'twill occaſion Lets and Rubs, paſt Hone. 
ſty's ſurmounting. 

On ſuch Occaſions they can kneel like rankeſt Ido 
laters 3 

But Turn once ſerv'd, and Place obtain d, no ſtil. 
fer Idol-haters. 

Thus caſionly for God they are, and caſionly for 
Devil, 

Occaſionly for Good again, occaſionly for Evil. 

Occaſionly for Heaven bound, occaſionly for Hel, 
Sir; 

But ſurely *twould be fad to have occaſſon there 
to dwell, Sir. 


A Conſultation of the Biſhops. 


O give the laſt Amendment to the Bill, 

Which to the Saints portended 10 much Il; 
To curb the Commons, and their Ends defeat, 
Right Reverend Twelve laſt night at Lambetb met. 
Tho muckof Lawn did round the Room appear, / 
Yet none but modern Men of God were there, 
Nor had been mitred more than thirteen Year; 
The Ten remov'd, the grave Aſſembly ſat, 
The Bus'neſs of the Day was in Debate: 
This way and that their various Cenſures tend, 
And ſome would paſs the Bill, but more would mend. 
At length, with uſual Vehemence, aloud 
A brawny Biſhop thus harangu d the Croud. 

Far off from us let Perſecution reign 

Slav'ry in France, and Bigotry in Spain. ny 
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ſhe beſt of Kings the beſt of Gifts beſtow'd, 
ind Toleration by a Law allow?d, c 
nd bid us go to God which way we would. 

ut mod'rate Men from top-Preferments fall, 
I60.M8:cavſe they can't agree with us in all? 

We may eſteem the Ore, yet ſlight the Droſs; 
tif-MWſzy be good Chriſtians, yer condemn the Croſs ; 
lay hate Cathedral Hymns, yet Hopkins ling, 

y for and propagate vvithout the Pagan Ring. 

Xo doubt this Bill by ſome vvell-meaning Men, 

ss but ſent up to be ſent down agen. 

Hell, MI: needs muſt give vveak Conſciences offence, 
Rogues can't be ſo vvithout a vaſt Expence. 

here WThe Sacramental Teſt caus'd no Debates, 
That but their Souls, this touches their Eſtates. 
ould this Unchriſtian bitter Bill ſucceed, 

—- © nould be a Woe to Hypocrites indeed. 

Away vvith*c then; 'tis one of Bonner's Bills: 

m not for ſaving Saints againſt their Wills. 

This ſaid, they all with a conſenting Nod, 

The Reformation Writer's Thoughts applaud, 

When ſtraight a moſt melodious Sound was heard, 

and lo! in White a Rev'rend * Form appear'd. 

A Croſs his Hand, a Mitre deck'd his Head ; 

And while ſweet Odours round the Room were 

(ſpread, 

hus to them all the Sacred Shadow ſaid. 

Since Time at length turns up the happy Hour, 

nd Providence has put it in your Pow'r, 

o cote your Flocks, and ſever from the Fold 

he prowlingWolf, will you your hands withhold ? 

orbid it Heavn! it ever ſhould be ſaid, 

hat the pure Church for which the Martyr bled, 


WY — @C 


_ — 


1 


* Laud. 


The And 
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And for which too I ſacrific d my Head, Fo 
Should be by'ts Biſhops into Bondage led. Ar 
Think, ſuch a Time may never come agen, 4 
Seldom ſuch Senats, never ſuch a Queen, T] 
Your Churches Fate you falſly fear trom Rome, WM 1; 
Out of the North more likely tis to come: 02 
One Faith's Defender having hurt it more, W \\ 
Than all the Kings that ever reign'd before. D 


Make then your legal Dams gainſt Schiſm ſo high, T 
No Spring- tides of Succeſſion may deſtroy, 0 
He ceas d; and lo! a Cloud refulgent bright, M T 
Bore up the Saint toRealms of laſting Light. ] 
Fear and a juſt Confuſion ſhook each Soul, A 
And Samuel's Truth with trembling fell on all. 
Shame and Confuſion ſate on ev'ry Face, 
And even S um felt ſome ſhocks of Grace. 


The Heav'nly Vilion quite had chang'd their Will, ! 
And all without Amendments now would paſs thi 
When ſtrange! ( Bil 
After an Earthquake and a flaſh of Flame, 
Into the Room a Meager * Phantom came, 1 
His bending Bulk. and Purple Robe hung ofer, 
And he in's hands the Regal Enſigns bare. \ 
Struck with Surprize each Rev'repce aroſe, F 
And Homage paid, and recogniz'd his Noſe. / 
When caſting on them all a direful Look, 
With Indignation thus the Spectre ſpoke. ( 
Falſe to your Faith, and your Creation too, 


To be to what's againſt your Int'reſt true: 

Have been labouring thirteen Years and more, 
That to deſtroy, which you would now reſtore 
Did I not cull you out among the Croud, | 
To make you all Right Rev'rend Things in God! 
Did I not thro the Surplice ſee the Saint ? 

Hhurchmen in ſhow, but Calvi, in your Cant; 


Forcd 
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And Mitred you almoſt againſt your Will: 


And will you now at laſt Apoſtatize ? 
Think better on'c 3 my former Friends, be wiſe ; 


this a Reign in which you &er can riſe ? 


Can W— fter tell with bis Prophetick Vein, 

When he ſhall be Lord Almoner again? 

Do G—ter, Br—tol, or St. Aſaph know 

The happy Time yvhen they ſhall nor be ſo ? 

Off vvich the Mask then; boldly now appear 

The very Men the World once thought you were. 
This ſaid, in ſhapeleſs Air the Royal Bubble broke, 
And the thin Form their wond' ring Eyes for ſook. 


— — — 


—_ 


Prologue to the Muſick-meeting in Yorke 
buildings. By Dr, G---th. 


WW Here Muſick, and more pow'rful Beauties 
reign, 

Who can ſupport the Pleaſure, and the Pain? 

Here their ſoft Magick thoſe two Syrens try, 

And if we liſten, or but look, we dy, 

Why ſhould we then the wondrous Tales admire, 

Of Orpheus Numbers, or of Amphion's Lyre ? 

Behold this Scene of Beauty, and confeſs 

The Wonder greater, and the Fiction leſs. 

Like Human victims here we are decreed 

To worſhip thoſe bright Altars vvhere vve bleed. 

Who braves his Fate in Fields, muſt tremble here : 

Triumphant Love more Vaſlals makes than Fear. 

No Faction Homage to the Fair denies, 

The Right Divine's apparent in their Eyes. 


That 
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That Empire's fix'd, that's founded in Deſire; 
Thoſe Fires the Veſtals guard, can neer expire, Ws 


_ | —1[ 


Verſes written laſt Summer at Althrop 
by the Lord Hallifax, in a blank Leaf 
of a Waller, upon ſeeing Vandyke e 
Picture of the old Lady Sunderland. I 


Anayke had Colours, Softneſs, Fire, and Art, 
When the fair Sunderland inflam'd his Heart, 
Waller had Numbers, Fancy, Wit and Fire, 
And Sachariſſa was his fond Deſire. 
Why then at Althrop ſeem her Charms to faint, — 
In theſe ſweet Numbers, and that glowing Paint? 
This happy Seat a fairer Miſtreſs warm, 
The ſhining Offspring has eclips'd her Charms: 
The different Beauties in one Face vve find; 
Soft Amoret with brighteſt Sachariſſa join d. 
As high as Nature reach'd, their Art could ſoar ; 
But ſhe ne*er made a finiſh. d Piece before. 


— 


Upon the ſame Subject; by a Boy of Ff, 
teen, at Weſtminſter School. 


1 happy Days was Sachariſſa's Reign, _ 
When Beauty ſhone, and did not ſhine in van. 
The Sons of Art could all her Charms exprels, 
And rival Nature in the faireſt Dreſs. 


Vanchir 
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ache and Waller, warm'd with equal Fire, 
I rouch'd the ſoft Canvas, and the ſofter Lyre ; 
and the fair Nymph defies the Pow'r of Time 
In living Colours, and immortal Rhyme. 
| At Althrop now we lee a brighter Flame, 
0p Ind Sachariſſa ſtoops to Churchil's Fame. 
e Mit where's the skilful Hand that can preſent 
Mit matchleſs Form in Numbers, or in Paint? 
”” * Wirts that are rais'd and cheriſh'd by the Fair, 
. y too great Excellence oppreſs d, deſpair 3 
While meaner Faces triumph over Fate, 
rt, Wiperior Beauty has a ſhorter Date. | 
rt, iet happy Churcbil, that ſhe can't live long 
In Kneller's Oil, or Hallifax*s Song. 


i 


— 9 
] 4 A — 


LO 


On the Duke of Savoy s declaring 
again ſt France. 


Ong has great Lewis form'd the vaſt Deſign, 
Europas Liberty to undermine. 
dome he has conquer'd in the Field of War, 
Tho (till himſelf he kept from Dangers far. 
Others by Bribes he has his Vaſſals made; 
But moſt of all by Breach of Faith betray?d. 
ov reigns in Battel fam'd for Sums of Gold, 
heir People, Country, and themſelves have ſold. 
Vn Savoy's Duke his Neck did ſeem to bow, / 
in. (0d tacitly an univerſal Throne allow. 
| ut O! how hard a thing it is to find 
> Prince, whom common Principles can bind 
the Example of his Silk-worms taught, 
nch FF Expire in Fetters which himſelf had 5 
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Of elevated Rank they can deſpiſe 
Thoſe feeble Chains we call Religious T ies. 
For Int'reſt Savoy the French ſide did take, The 
For Intereſt as bravely did forſake. Frot 
The Monarch thus deceiv'd, cry'd out in Rage, Won: 
(Which Maintenon herſelf could not aflwage :) Ih. 
What! can the Plains of Lombardy produce 

A Genius equal to the Flower de Luce ? 

Can there be near the Alps a Hero found, 
Who ſcorns to be by Oaths and Treaties bound? 
A Man of Royal Mould ? who wiſely knows 
That Heav'n does laugh at Kings and Lovers Vows? 
My happy Reign has ſeen its ſixtieth Year, 
Treaties and Leagues have been my conſtant care, 
Which none e'er knew more artfully to make, 
Nor with more Skill and Judgment when to break: 
This darling Talent none e*cr call'd in doubt, 
Tho they have dar'd my Courage to diſpute. 
Then Lewis fall! then be for ever dumb! 

For ſure thy fatal Period is come, 

When keeping Faith betrays thee——-. 


The Toaſters. 


Lady Wharton. 


WW Hen Fove to Ida did the Gods invite, 
And in immortal Toaſtings paſs'd the Night, Wl, 

With more than Bowls of Near they were bleſod, N 

For Venus was the Wharton of the Feaſt. 


Lady 
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Lady Eſſex. 


The braveſt Hero, and the brighteſt Dame 
rom Belgia's happy Clime Britannia drew; 
one pregnant Cloud we find does often frame 
WThe awful Thunder and the gentle Dew. 


Lady Eſſex. 


To Eſſex fill the ſprightly Wine, 
d? Urne Health's engaging and Divine: 

let pureſt Odours ſcent the Air, 
ind Wreaths of Roſes bind our Hair. 
In her chaſte Lips theſe bluſhing lie, 
And thoſe her gentle Sighs ſupply. 


Dutcheſs of St. Albans. 


he Saints above can ask, but not beſtow ; 
his Saint can give all Happineſs below. 


Dutcheſs of St. Albans. 


[he Line of Vere ſo long renown'd in Arms, 

ncludes with Luſtre in St. Aban Charms: 

er conqu'ring Eyes have made their Race com- 
pleat; 

hey toſe in Valour, and in Beauty ſet. 


Ws? 
re, 


eak: 


ö 


— —_ 


Lady Mary Churchill. 


areſt and lateſt of the beauteous Race, 

&ſt with your Parents Wit, and her firſt bloom- 
ing Face; 

Im with our Liberties in Milliam's Reign, 

bur Eyes alone that Liberty reſtrain. 


) 
Night, 
le d, 


Lady 


Lady 


400 PO EMS on 


Lady Hyde. 


The God of Wine grows jealous of his Art, 
He only ſires the Head, but Hyde the Heart. 
The Queen of Love looks on, and ſmiles to ſee 
A Nymph more mighty than a Deity, 


Lady Sunderland. 


All Nature's Charms in Sunderland appear, 
Bright as her Eyes, and as her Reaſon clear: 
Yer ſtill their Force, to Men not ſafely known, 
Seems undiſcoyer'd to herſelf alone. 


Lady Harriot Godolphin. 


Gedolphin's eaſy and unpractis'd Air 

Gains without Art, and governs without Care, 
Her conqu'ring Race with various Fate ſurpriſe; 
Who 'ſcape their Arms, are Captives to her EN 


Dutcheſs of Richmond. W 
Richmond has Charms that continue our Claim 4 


To lay hold of the Toaſt that belongs to the Nam 


Dutcheſs of Bolton. 


Love's keeneſt Darts are charming Bolton's Care, 4 
Which the fair Tyrant poiſons with Deſpair, M5" 
The God of Wine the dire Effect foreſees, 
And ſends the Juice that gives the Lover Eaſe. 


Lady Harper. 


In Harper all the Graces ſhine, = I 
Gay as our Myrth, and ſparkling as our Win je 
Here's to the Fair — Were Poyſon in the Cup, 


Might ſhe be bleſs'd, thus would I drink it up 
— 1 
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Lady Mancheſter. 


rt, while haughty Gallia's Dames that ſpread 
» Mor their pale Checks an artful Red, 
fee Mbchold this beautcous Stranger there, 
In native Charms divinely fair; 
Confulion in their Looks they ſhow'd, 
And with unborrow'd Bluſhes glow'd: 


oy Mrs. Barton. 


vn, Mitanp'd with her reigning Charms, this Standard- 
| Glaſs | 
Shall current through the Realms of Bacchus paſs ; 
Full fraught with Beauty ſhall new Flame impart, 
And mint her ſhining Image on the Heart, 


Mrs. Digly. 

Eye Why langhs the Wine with which this Glaſs is 
crown'd ? 

Why leaps my Heart to hear this Health go round? 


Digby warms both with Sympathetick Fires; 
Her Name the Glaſs, her Form my Heart inſpires: 


Mrs. Digby. 
No wonder Ladies that at Court appear, 
And in Front-Boxes ſparkle all the year, 
Are choſen Toaſts; *ewas Digby's matchleſs Frame; 
„ That Ceſar-like but faw and ne | 
| Mrs. C laverine. | 
duch Beauty join'd with ſuch harmonious Skill, 
Muſt doubly charm, then doubly let us fill. 
If Muſick be Love's Food, as Lovers think, 8 
When Claverine s nam d, then toaſcing is his Drink. 
Dd Mrg 
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Mrs. Tempeſt, 


Venus contending for the Golden Ball, 1p 
Us d Helles Charms to bribe her Judg withal: 

Had ſhe been bleſsd with Tempeſts brighter Ey 
Unborrow'd Beauty would have gain'd the Prize, hn; 


Mrs. Tempeſt. 


If perfect Joys from perfect Beauty riſe, 100 
View Tempeſt's Shape, her Motions and her Eyes: 
Undoubted Queen of Love, but Honour's Slaye; 
While thouſands languiſh ſhe but one can ſave. 


Mrs. Long. 
Fill the Glaſs; let th'Hautboys ſound, 
While bright Long's Health goes round: 


With eternal Beauty bleſt, am 
Ever blooming, ſtill the beſt; | . 2 
Drink your Glaſs, and think the reſt. | 
Mrs. Di- Kirk. 

Fair written Name, but deeper in my Heart, 
A Diamond cannot cut like Cpid's Dart. Of 
Quickly the Cordial of her Health apply ; Ble 
For when I ceaſe to toaſt bright Kik, I die; Ii 
| Bl 
Mrs, Di-Kirk. 10 
So many Charms Ds-Kirk. ſurround, W 


Tis pity ſhe's unkind, 
Her conqu ring Eyes not ſeeing Wound, 
As Love darts home tho blind. 
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Mrs. Brudenel. 


Inperial Juno gave her matchleſs Grace; 

1nd Hebe's youthful Bloom adorns her Face; 
right as the Star that leads the Heav'nly Hoſt, 
yndenel precedes the Glory of the Toaſt. 


Mrs, Brudenel. 
Lok on the lovelieſt Tree that ſhades the Park; 


ih 
Ze. 


es: Mind Brudenel you will find upon the Bark. 
ve; Mook on the faireſt Glaſs that's fill'd the moſt, 
e. and Brudenel you will find the darling Toaſt. 


wok on her Eyes, if you their Light can bear, 
id Love himſelf ybu'll find ſit toaſting there. 


Mademoſelle Spanheim. 


umir'd in Germany, ador'd in France, 

ſour Charms to brighter Glory here advance; 
ſhe ſtubborn Brit ans own your Beauties Claim, 
id with their Native Toaſts enroll your Name. 


Dutcheſs of Beaufort. 


Offspring of a Tuneful Sire, 

Bleſt with more than mortal Fire; 
Likeneſs of a Mother's Face, 

Bleſt with more than mortal Grace: 
You with double Charms ſurprize, 

With his Wit, and with her Eyes. 


Lady Car liſte. | 
iſle's a Name can ev'ry Muſe inſpire; 
0 Carliſle fill the Glaſs, and tune the Lyre. 
th his lov'd Bays the God of Day ſhall crow 
Wit and Luſtre equal to his own. 
Dd 2 Lady 


| * 
* 


404 POEMS on 


Lady Carliſle. 


Behold this Northern: Star's auſpicious Light, 
Our fainter Beauties ſnine not half ſo bright. 


Form'd to attract, yet certain to repel, nd 
Her Charms are but ſhe guards 'em well. 

: Lady Carliſle. \7 
She ver all Hearts and Toaſts muſt reign, Tha 
\W note Eyes outſparkle bright Champain; | 
Or when ſhe will vouchſaſe to ſmile, ub t 


The Brillant that thus writes Carlsſle. 


Lady Carliſle, - ba 
At once the Sun and Carliſle took their way, TP 
To warm the frozen North, and kindle Day; Not 


The Flowers to both their glad Creation ow'd, 
Their Virtue he, their Beauty ſhe beſtow'd, 


Lady Bridgwater. 


All Health to her, in whoſe bright Form we fi 
Exceſs of Charms with native Meekneſs join'd; 
Whoſe tender Beauty ſafe in Virtues Care, 
Springs from a Race ſo fruitful of the Fair, 
That all Antiquity can boaſt no more, 

For Venus and the Graces were but four, 


Mrs. Daſhwoed. 


Fair as the bluſhing Grape ſhe ſtands, 
Tempting the Gath'rers ready hands ; 
Bloſſoms and Fruit in her together meet, 
As ripe as Autumn, and like April ſwect- 
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Lady Carliſle, 


eat as a Goddeſs, and of Form Divine, 

bur Heads we bend, and all our Hearts reſign : 
ire Heav'n ſhe rules with an Imperial Sway, 

1nd teaches to adore and to obey. 


Mrs. Dunch. 


) Dunch if fewer with thy Charms are fir'd, 

Than when by Godfrey's Name thou waſt admir'd; 
is not. that Marriage makes thee ſeem lefs fair, 

it then we hop'd, and now we muſt deſpair, 


Mrs. Dunc h. 


ar Dunch's Eyes ſuch radiant Glances dart, 
warm the coldeſt Boſom with Deſire : 

Thoſe Heav'nly Orbs muſt needs attract the Heart, 
d, Where Churchill's Sweetneſs ſoftens Godfrey's Fire, 


Mrs. Cxibbons. 


ld Grecian Maſters from the Shades return, 
0copy Guibbons, *twould advance their Art 
here s never made but one with Paſſion burn, 
It his beſt Venus conquers ev'ry Heart. 


Mrs. Nicholas. 


InivaPd Nicholas, whoſe victorious Eyes 

dye for a Place of Arms with Darts ſupply d, 
wes on the Toaſters like fair Phebe riſe, 

o rule their Wines, and Paſſion's mighty Tide. 


Mrs. Barton, 


auty and Wit ſtrove each in vain, 
0 vanquiſh Bacchw and his Train; 
Dd 3 But 
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Vo 
But Barton with ſucceſsful Charms 
From both their Quivers drew her Arms; — 
The roving God his Sway reſigns, 
And awfully ſubmits his Vines. 


Lady Orrory. 


Here cloſe the Liſt ; here end the Female Strife, 
View her the Dawn of Heav'n, and Joys of Life 
Nature to warm the World into Deſire, 

Makes Dorſet's Charms in her ſoft Sex conſpire, ; 
His youtbful Form, and his immortal Fire, ) 


Lady Orrory. 


Phebus, from whom this Fair her Wit derives, 
No Toaſt beholds, tho round the World he drire und 
That charms ſo much, or has ſuch Conqueſt won, 
As this bright Daughter of his Darling Son. 


—— _ — , 


The Witchcraft, 


o wonder Winds more dreadful are by far 
Than all the Loſſes of a twelve years War. 

No wonder P-—tes do the Church betray, 

And St—men vote, and act a different way. | 

No wonder Magick Art ſurrounds the Th—, 

Old Mother 7 —ings in her Gr—e is known. 

Old Eng land's Genius rouſe, theſe Charms diſpel, 
Burn but the Witch, and all is well. 


ES 


Orpheus 
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Orpheus and Margarita. 


Ail tuneful Pair! Say by what wond*rons 
Charms 

One ſcap'd from Hell, and one from Greber's Arms, 

When the ſoft Thracian ſtruck the trembling Strings, 

The Winds were huſh'd, and furl'd their ruffling 
Wings: : 

And ſince the tawny Tuſcan rais d her Strain, 

tk furls his Sails, and dozes on the Main 

Treaties unfiniſh'd in the Office ſleep, 

And Sh—el yawns for Orders on the Deep. 

Thus equal Charms an equal Conqueſt claim, 

To him high Woods and bending Timber ce © 

To her ſhrub H and tall V. 


» 1 


D Ala deſtructive to the Trojan Line, 

Raz d their proud Walls, tho built with Hands 
Divine; 

but Love's bright Goddeſs with propitious Grace, 

refery*d a Hero to reſtore the Race: 

0 the fam d Empire where the Iber flows, 


ul by Eliza, and by Auna roſe. 


* 
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_ — — —— Mor 

The Auſtrian Fagle. By Ar. Stepney, ke 

0 

The 

T Anna's Call the Auſtrian Eagle flies, Anc 

Bearing her Thunder to the Southern Skies; What 

Wh here a raſh Prince, with an unequal ſway, the 

Inflames the Region, and miſguides the Day Has 

Till the Uſurper from his Chariot hurPd, Ant 
Leaves the true Monarch to command the World, 

þ 

— 3 NM 2 ARC Ra; Wha! * He 

| 3 bo 

'The Prologue, by way of Dialogue, betuce an 

. a 


Heraclitus Ridens, the Obſervaor 
and his Country-man. W | 


| Spoken by Mr. Powel, Mr. Booth, 
and Mr. Pack. 


Her acl. 
Ell since we are met, our Buſineſs is to tr) 
Which is the better Subject, you or 1; 
You that by clipping Ezgliſh, clip the Throne, 
Or I that Regal Power extenſive own? 
Obſerv. 

Thou Slave to Scepters, hug thy pleaſing | Chain 
And under no Reſtriction publiſh Reigns 3 
Make Crowns unlimited, unqueſtion'd be, 
And blame the Queen. 5 beſt Friend, in blaming me 


Th 
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ſhy weak productions nothing fertile yield, 
_ Wor haſt thou dig'd like me in Learning ' Field. 
Hexacl. 
The Queen? O mention not that Sacred Word! 
J* Thou mean'ſt the People for thy Sovereign Lord, 
The ſcum of which thou Factiouſly would raiſe, 
ind blend with Royalty by dint of Praiſe. 
5; What thy Deſigns will unſucceſsful prove, 
he ſtands poſſeſs'd of Power as well as Love, 
las thoſe that guard her Rights with watchful 
And ſees an Enemy in a Friend's Diſguiſe. (Eyes, 
Id. Countr, 

An't pleaſe your Worſhip—How this Fellow 
feand his Arguments for four Eſtates; (prates, 
Down with the Beaſt of Burden with his Pack, 

And lay him, like Fobr's Wife, upon his Back. 
Hark you, Friend, whence is this Preſumption 
[have a hugious mind to rub you down; (grown? 
But that would hinder the Deſign in view, 
I is my Maſter's Task to conquer you. 

bſerv. way 

On Chops of Logick have I lately fed, 

And quoted far more Books than cer I read; 

Have I pretended Bracton to peruſe, 

And made the Laws their Explanation loſe : 

And yet dar'ſt thou my Knowleds to decry, 

And with my Learned Obſervations vie? 

Oh! Barlipton, furniſh me with Senſe, 

And be my Advocates both Mood and Tenſe ; 

Alſert my Cauſe, and Fallacies provide, 

To vindicate my dear Republick Side, 

As I with Major and with Ainor riſe, 

and call the Champion forth to ſyllogize. 
HFleracl. 

6 ne Itake the Combat, and accept the Strife; 

5 And inthe Crown's behalf would wager Lite ; 


(0 ir} 
) 
Ie, 


bains 


As 
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As1 with Loyal Soul defy thy Spleen, 
And all my Wiſhes center in the Queen ; 
The Queen deſcended from ſo juſt a Line, 
That makes her Claim, as are her Thoughts Divine 
Obſerv. 

Thus by the help of Analitick Senſe, 
And five Pair of True-blue Predicaments; 
I lay down this for Truth in form Categ— 
And vvith Affirmative oppoſe your Neg. 
Thoſe that Create, may their own Creature blame, I. 
And call him to account, vvhen loſt to ſhame : Tt 
But Kings their Rights from our Creation take, ¶ be 
Therefore we may account with Kings we make. Wl Th 


Heracl. W 

Your Major's falſe, as is your Minor bold, Th 
And you Poſitions moſt audacious hold: An 
Kings cannot Err like thoſe of Vulgar Soul, Ha 
All they muſt needs ſurpaſs, that all controul. An 
Obſerv. Yo! 


If the Queen holds her Title from our Choice, W An 
Then Kings are made Elective by our Voice; 


But Engliſh Senates call'd her to the Throne, [ 
Therefore Crown'd Heads muſt our Election own. N gat 
Heracl. ( Dam, 


Grant that their Choice confirm'd the Royal wi 
Their Choice vvas not precedent to her Claim. WT; 
From Stuarts Race the Mighty Princeſs ſprung) 

A Race that ever ſhall demand my Song ; 1 
That has her Heroes and her Martyrs giv'n, ge! 
And vvith unnumberꝰd Princes peopled Heav'n > NO 
Tho blacken d by thy Pen, their Deeds are ſtain d, Wi; x 
And thou no Hero own'ſt, or Martyr reign d. oa! 


; Obſerv. eis 
Think of my Wrongs, and I muſt ſtand excus dH 
How has that Family our Sect abus d! Hig 


St 


ne. 
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duppreſs d our Hopes, and our Ambition quell'd, 
and Force by Force unhappily repell'd. 
How from Sedition has this Land been purg'd, 
And I my ſelf been ſentenc'd to be ſcourg'd ? 
Fin'd for High-Treaſon, more than I could pay, 
And cloſe confin'd vvith all this Tympany of Clay. 
Heracl. 
Thy Wrongs do'ſt call what thou ſhouldſt term 
thy Crimes ; 
Thon ſcandal to the paſt and preſent Times ; 
Thou Weſtern Rebel, undeſerving Grace, 
Deform'd in Soul, and horrible in Face. 
Thou Reprobate from ſactious Parents ſprung, 
Whoſe Father taught for what thy Spouſe's hung. 
That Prince was gracious, as his Birth was True, 
Andne're did more amiſs than ſparing you. 
Had he but granted what you humbly ſought, 
And hang'd you like your Kinſman for your Fault, 
You had not liv'd to deal about your Spleen, 
And wrong him dead in his Remains the Queen. 
Obſerv, 
Dare but aſſert what thou haſt lately ſpoke, 
Sayghter's the Word, and wait th* impending 
Stroke; 
With Hand and Heart erected ſee me Frown, 
The People I affirm ſhould awe the Crown. 
Fleracl. 
Thy Frowns and Smiles I equally deſpiſe, 
fe that talks moſt of Fighting oftneſt flys: 
(owards are, ever Champions in Pretence, 
As Fools in their Opinion Men of Senſe. 
boaſt of thy Courage vvhere there's none to fight, 
Neither thy Pen nor Staff can do thee Right. 
What haſt thou not Malignant daily ſpread ? 
How not defam d the Living with the Dead ? 
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By thee twice Martyr'd Royal Charles is known, 
And more than twice exil d his Hapleſs Son; 

In fur'd, Traduc'd in Perſon and in Fame, 

And impiouſiy deny d a Subje*!'s Claim; 

1h he might undiſturb d in ſilence veſt, 

And having ſuffer d here, in Death be bleſ”d. 
By thee the Grand daughter's precarious made, 
Able to govern us without thy Ad; 

Vi ſe as ſhe's Juſt, and providently Good, 

To fave her Peoples Treaſure with their Blood. 


Obſery, 

Thon baſe High: flier, and Tantivy Fiend, 
Nar'ſt thou to Popiſh Aſhes be a Friend? 
Know l' inform, for I am skilld in Harms, 

nd when my Foes appear can ſound Alarms; 
Can Swear, accuſe the Perſons that are clear, 
And make great Men ' fore greater Men appear. 


Heracl. 
Well have I known thy Conduct and thy Life, 
Ever contending thou art ſtill at Strife; 
In all Conditions infamous and looſe, 
Ready to burſt with Hatred and Abuſe; 
Unlcarn'd, yet others eager to direct, 
I be Layſtall to receive the Offals of thy Sect; 
Whole idle Schemes thy hungry Labours lard, 
And aim at Governmentsthey ſay they guard- 


Thi 


Country, 
| faith, the Man talks notably, and vvell, 
And like my Team's Forehorſe will bear the Bell; 
*Slife, I could almoſt venture to deſert, 7 
And with this Oaken T owel take his part. 
And fo | vvill—-You, Maſter, may be gone, | 
Good Night—You are no more to viſit Jon BY 


Dine 


ol; 


int 
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Dine at my Farm, or feed on Roaſt and Boil'd, 
That have my Loyalty and Truth defil'd. 
[ Here the Country-man walks off, 
and compliments Heraclitus.] 


Ober v. 

On pain of Scandal iſſuing from my Pen, 
Return to thy old Principles agen; 2 
f thou would ſt follow Precepts Juſt and Right, 
Without the odious Name of Facobite. 

Not that I vvant Aſſiſtance to defend 

Thoſe Arguments no Caſuiſt can mend; 

Bat for thy good theſe Precepts I beſtow, 

Therefore thy wonted Prudence wiſely ſhow : 

Like the bright Moon at Midnight I appear, 

And unconcern'd my wonted Lufter wear; 

Tho barking Curs offended at my Light, 

Bawl at my Splendor with ſucceſleſs Spight. 
Country. 

Hey day ! You're fit indeed to teach us Rules, 
And to make Saints of Men, and Men of Fools, 
That ſteal from Sigu- poſts, and Reproachcs take 
From Houſes fam'd for Cuſtard, and for Cake ; 
There's not a Prentice-boy,but knows from whence 
You borrow this bright Argument of Senſe, - - 
That has on Farthing Pies on Sunday fed, : 
And on the Houſes Sign theſe Lines has read : -- 

Ye bawling Dogs, why bark you ſo, 

Since l am high, and you are low? 

Heracl. 


Fear not, my Friend, his Doctrines to Diſclaim, 
Yours will the Credi; be, and his the Same; 
for Crimes are paſs d Repentance will ſuffice, 
Then as you've been inveterate, be wiſe ; 
Be watchful for th' Eſtabliſh'd Church and State; 
And pay Allegiance where you paid your hate. 
Country. 
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And ſo I will — But firſt it is but fit, 
He that has thus ſeduc d me, ſhould be beat 
Villain, away — No more Sedition prate, 
Spite of thy bulky Club I'll thwack thy Pate. 
Hence in an Inſtant to thy Garret gang, 
And like deſpairing Judas, laugh and hang . 
He's gone —— Now Maſter, I eſpouſe your Cauſe, 
And ama Convert to the Throne and Laws. 

Heracl, 

Protect them ſtill,ye Powers that both maintain, 
And make them flouriſh in this glorious Reign, 
The beſt of Queens, and moſt belov'd of Names, 
The beſt of Subjects, and of Wiſhes claims. 


* Beats him off the Stage. 


—_— 


The Epilogue upon the Obſer * 
Spoken by Mr. Powell. 


HE Stage has been, and yet improv d ſhall riſt, 
Inſtructive to your Ears and to your Eyes 
Tho factious Pens induſtrious to their Shame, 
Againſt its Precepts, and its Uſe declaim 
Well knowing that Our Scenes Their Vice expoſe, 
And Comedy put down, Rebellion roſe. 
Thus twas in Cromwel's Regicidal Days, 

Th' Vſurper could not bear the Stings of Plays 3 
Goodneſs they taught, when Goodneſs he'd abuſt, 
And with the Sovereign was exil'd the Muſe - 
And thus twould be again, were Cromwel's Friend: 
Suffer d once more to gain their hateful 2 f * 

; elig 
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Religion with the Drama would decline, 
and things Immoral elbow things Divine. 
Oh! were he here, that's made the Party's Scribe, 
With all the ſtarvling Authors of the Tribe, 
Ad by your Charms, his Scandal he'd diſown, 
ind humbly for Offences paſt atone ; 
ks in this Circle, beauteous to the view, 
fe might ſee Virtues ſhine in ſeeing you 
Tho now he Prin and Calvin weekly gleans, 
And damns his Paper to condemn our Scenes. 
Een let the Fool go on, and ſnarling grin, 
And turn Reformer when he's ſunk in Sin; 
, like Holy Cheats in Times of Forty One, 
Who with Heav'ns Name their belliſh War begun, 
Prophanely calPd upon all piercing Eyes, 
To ſee em againſt Heav'ns Vice: gerent riſe, 
from his Pen Sedition falls in Show'rs, 
Hu Character :s ſo low, t will heighten ours. 
Tet ſhall the Wretch not unregarded Rail, 
bloated and gorg d with Impudence and Ale 
But to be fam'd for what he is, be ſhewn 
4 Monſters are ex pod to all the Town : 
For be can none but Monſters Tempers ſhave, 
That ſtarts not to calumniate what is fair; 
riſe, That ſights che Braut eous and defames the Great, 
healing where yo ſit, the DeviÞs Seat. 
How can this be the Place the Scribler meant? 
| ſee no Presbyterian at our Scenes, 
No Commonwealths-man with Geneva Grace, 
ind all the Saints aſſembled in his Face. 
ald, let me ſee — not one in all the Pit 
Kept ſome exghteen Pennymen of Vit 
vire all the Malice he profuſely vents, 
Ws at the Tipling-houſes he frequents 3 
ve Smoak, and Derby, Oaths and Nonſenſe reign, 
8 Places for a Saint of Godly ſtrain ; 1 
here 


«15 
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Where Anarchy confus dly takes its Seat, | 
And he ſees that in Little, he would ſee in Great, 

It muſt be ſo, for nothing elſe could make 

So mean, fo [candalow and empty Rake, 

So void of Senſe, impertinent and dull, 

With all the Partys vacancy of Scull, 

That ne er admitted Modeſty or Mit, 

Or the leaſt Interval of Learning hit, 

T hat pores o'te Statutes, Statutes to pervert, 
And ſhew bis want of Nature and of Art. 

You that are here, can the beſt Anſwers make, 
An Audience flings the Scoundrel on his Back; 
In a full Houſe his Ignorance will be ſhown, 
And the Malignant's weak Endeavours known; 
And a full Houſe is in his Audience gain'd, 
That leſſens Arguments by him maintain'd; 
Tho he perſiſts malicious in his Tongue, 

And ſteals from Regicides that juſtly hung. 


Let him write on, Your Fayour's our Defence, 
Well knows the Fool to wage a War with Senſe, 
To ſtrike at what does baſe Rebellion blame, 
And pays the Regal Throne the Regal Claim 3 
In your Support we no Aſſiſtance want, 

Nor dread the Wooden Tool with Wooden Plan 
Puniſh'd is he with ſcarcity of Brains, | 
And Penury of Goodneſs for his Pains : 

Juſt like a Fiend, who in Diſtraſtion lies, 

And curſes Heavn to which he cannot riſe ; 

As in Tour ſmiles all Goodneſs he ſurveys, 

And ſinks himſelf beyond the reach of Praiſe. 


K 


Ve 
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1 Prologue ſent to Mr. Row, to his new 
Play, calld, The Fair Penitent. 
Defion'd to be ſpoken by Mr, Better- 
ton, but refus d. 


e, E/ & in Obſcænos deflexa Tragædia Riſus. 
Ovid. 


2 an ſet out Bills, Jack Pudding makes He- 
(rangues, 

And Thief, at Tyburng ſpeaks before he hangs: 

pray you then give Ear to what I ſay, 

For this to me is Execution day. 

e, Hin the Stage is, Boxes, Galler ies, Pit, \ 

e Where You, our Judges, and our Hangman ſit; & 
Of Nonſenſe tender, tho ſevere to Wit. 

Today we fear you not, we've hit your Taft, 

And when that's pleas'd, we cannot ſure be call. 

Meanly contented with the vulgar Way, 
dome make the Heroine, YVirtuous in a Play. 
But the bold tragic Genius of our Stage, 5 


With Novelty reſolves t? oblige the Age, 
And with a * Heroine Punk the Ladies will engage.) 
He from the Stock, the PROSTITUIE traniplants, 
And ſwells the humble Whore with Buskin'd Rants. 


1—— — 


+ The Heroine of bis Play lies with 4 Fellow before Mar- 
Fiage, continues the Intrigue two Tears after, and is propos d 
« the Picture of the Ladies by the Author, &c, RR. 
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His Whore, indeed, repents the ſlippery Fault; 
But, like the reſt, it is not, till ſhe's caught. 
She is not ſorry, that ſh” has plaid the Whore, 
But that, diſcover'd, ſhe can do't no more. 
Thus, while his Punk his Buskins boldly Ramps, 
Like Bajazer, his Hero cuckold ſtares and ſtamj 
He with no Lawrel Wreaths his Brow adorns, 
But, while thoſe vulgar Ornaments he ſcorns, 
Above his Brethren he exalts his Horns. 
Confederate Cuckolds then come Clap this Play! 
Our lucky Bard devotes to You this Day. 
No , Doodle, * Daſhwood, * Wiſeacre is here, 
Or any of the puny Race, that us'd t' appear. 
The Cuckold now ai!umes a haughtier Air, 
With brand iſh'd Daꝑger ſtabs the yielding Fair, 
So little Woman's Frailty # his Care. 
Ye horned Herd, from Wapping to Whitehal, 
Approach, in Trinmph, he invites You all; 
So ſtrong a Party made, he cannot fear his Fal. 


\ 


Some envious Critic here perhaps exclaims, 
If you ſhou'd puniſh thus the City-Dames, An 
You'd make a Deſolation in the Land, 

And Bars, and Counters, would unfurniſh'd ſtand, 
But, Ladies, you with Eaſe that Fear remove, 
If you uſe Caution in the Thefts of Love: 
Since only ſhe that's caught that Puniſhment will 


( prove. ( 


Danger adds Fewel to the amorous Fire, 
And Difficulties only raiſe Deſire. 


Beſides, paſt Merits you ſhou'd not deſpiſe, 
For 4 Solomon, and || Milliam in diſguiſe, 
From his lov'd Pen regal'd your Ears and Eyes. 


he Comic Cuckolds, which the Stage till nom only Knew. 
＋ tn the Step-Mother. || Tamerline, 


What 


What tho nor Art, nor Nature, there were found, 
fe ſcorns by Art or Nature to be bound. 
let others toil beneath the Load of Thought 
Of what is Juſt, what Natural, what not; 
They're dull, mechanic Things, below Regard, 
From ſuch a Bold, and ſuch a Lucky Bard. 
lncumber'd with thoſe Fetters ſtill he'll write, 
While Ignorance enſures his hood-wink'd flight. 
le fears no Danger, for he none foreſees, 

In happy Ignorance ſecure to pleaſe, 

Without their Foreign Aid, th' Indulgent Town, 
- With Heroes, and with Language, all his own. 
The hooded Falcon, ſo, in haſt let fly, 5 


5 


Tow'rs ſwift aloft, undaunted, to the Sky, 
With upright Wing, till loſt to hamane Eye. 


From THRONES he ſauntring, talking Heros 
| (choſe, 
But for an active Heroine now rakes the 
(STEWS; 
And whence he'l fetch theNext—he only knows, 
let* Creſwel, ſure, of infamous Renown, 
fand Or ſome more antique Matron of this Town, 
e, May reaſonably next invoke his Pen, 
lo do her Juſtice in his LOFTY SCENE. 
vil Nor can ſhe, ſure, his Lofty Scene diſgrace, 
we. ice Baud, in breeding, ſtill of Whore takes place 
for Baud's arriv'd to the grave Doctor's State, 
While Whore is but an VUnder-Graduate ; 
band's maudlin Tone, from penitential Cart, © 


lite Theſpis, founder of the Tragic Art, 
Wuſt have the Force to move each amorous Heart. 


— 88 þ ESE 
Au 


2 — — — ES a * 


? 4 famous Baud of 30 Tears ago. 
Ee 2 But 


What 
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But what is it that Poets cannot do, 

Careſs'd by Us, and ſo extoll'd by Ton? 

IT encourage ME RI T mobly you diſdain, 

It is P:dantick, and below your Vein: 

And faith, to tell the Truth, We love our Gain. 

As with the Saints, ſo tis, we find, with Toy, 

For here, alas! th' Elect are very few, 

And thoſe without your Reaſor, by your Wil 
( ſay*d too. 

The leſs of Proper Merit they can boaſt, 

The more ſecure they are from being loſt. 


; 


While Farce and Bombaſt, beſt can pleaſe the Age 
We'll cook no other Diſhes for the Stage, 
When to your Smiles juſt Poets y admit, 
And flock in Shoals to Nature, and to Wit; 
All Poetaſters then we will diſcard, 

And here encourage only the true Bard. 

For, ſure, in Vs it muſt ſeem Impudence, 

To cheriſh Merit, and to play good Senſe, 
When from Tour Taſt we hope for all our Pence. 


be! 
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6 


Fpilogue to the Ladies, ſpoke by Mr. Wilks 
at the Muſick-Meeting in Drury-Lane, 
where the Engliſh Woman fings. Written 
by Mr. Manwaring upon the occaſion 


of their both ſinging before the Queen and 
K. of Spain at Windſor. 
Ith Joy we ſee this Circle of the Fair, 


V Since the late Trial of the tuneful Pair 

Your Country's Friends, you love the Native Strains 

Of Muſick here, where Englana*s Genius reigns, 

In other Walls tho Harmony be found. 

You know it's foreign, and diſdain the Sound. 

Who haunt new Conſorts, Faction would create, 

And are Diſſenters in Apollo's State: 

They ſhun our Stages where he keeps his Court, 

und to ſome gloomy Meeting-houle reſort. 

While you with Duty own his rightful Cauſe, 

And guard this Place eſtabliſh'd by his Laws. 
But now your Charms a nobler Task purſue, 

And Spain a Revolution waits from You ; 

That blooming Hero you at Courts admir'd; 

In Arms muſt triumph, by your Praiſes fir'd: 

ducceſs is Yours, and Victory inclines 

till to that ſide on which your Favour ſhines. 

Mars will himſelf conduct our future Wars, 

When every Venus for this Prince declares ; 

When freely ſerving this well-weigh'd Deſign, 

Our Nation's Treaſure and its Beauty join. 

Bb Yet 


0, 
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Yet when this happy Scheme by Wiſdom wrougty 

Is by his Valour to Perfection brought; R: 
And his glad Subjects ſhall their King receive, W 
Grac'd with a Crown which Anne could give; T 


Reflecting then what Wonders he had ſeen, M7 
The Court, theſe Beauties, and our glorious Queer 

That warm Idea he ſhall ſtill retain, 7 
And think, tho ſeated on the Throne of Spain, WW & 
Tho with the Treaſure of both Indies erown'd, NU 
He left a brighter Empire than he found. Y 


— C——— 


Spoken by the Genius of England. 


V Ya ſhall I be at reſt ? will pleaſing Peace 
No more return to {mile on my Recels? 


Muſt hateful Jars and dire Contentions reign 
and High-Ckurch Parties rule the Britiſo Main! 
Shall Mother Church be ſtil] the ſpecious Bait 
For crafty Villains to deſtroy the State? 
And will ye tamely with the Traitors ſide, 
Who thus your Land occaſion ly divide? 
Will ye to wreck ye Britans give the Realm, 
Whillit Zearb— Pilots ſteer the yielding Helm? 
Shall Faction dare to ſpread its baneful Seed, 
And will no Patriot on the Monſter tread, 
To cruſh to Atoms its aſpiring Head? ; 
For ſhame ye Britans, now your Feuds decline, 
Nor ſwallow with ſuch eaſe a French Deſign : 
Let your juſt Rage upon your Foes be ſhown, | 
In Gallick Blood your juſt Reſentments drown, 
But rend not wich ſuch Strife the harmleſs Town. 


u 
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'Tis you, ye Tories, who this Heat foment, 
Railing at Millions by low Church-men ſpent, © 

| Whilſt your dear ſelves have juſt the ſame intent. 
This is the only difference can be ſeen, 

They ſpent to keep th' French out, you'd ſpend to 
leen let them 1n. 
Ye are the Church's Bullies, who have made 

+ MW Such noiſe to have its Mint and Anice paid; 
„ MW Whilſt Clemency and Peace, its pureſt Springs, 
Ye turn aſide as idle uſeleſs things. 
Too long, too long have your pernicious Wiles 
Been practis d on this hapleſs Land; your Smiles 
Suſpected grow; nay een a common Eye, 
Without a Glaſs your Actions may deſcry, © 
R Too deeply ting'd with Fraud and Villany. 
Tell us the cauſe of all your loud Complaints; 
We know you well, tho ye wowd ſeem ſuch Saints 
Papiſts, Socinians, Atheiſts, Arians, all 
Do for the Church unanimouſly bawl. 

Alas, poor Church! how art thou fallen of late, 
When ſuch as theſe maſt prop thy ſinking State! 
Leſt honeſt Whigs the Church ſhould 3 


And Anarchy ſucceed—— 
Or, what they hate as bad, the lawful Line. 
Delude us then no more with idle Tales, 
1, But ſay expreſly, that the Prince of . 
n? e to th' Imperial Power would advance, 
And baſely court the Grand Monarch of France. 
This, Tories, is your Aim, but learn to fear, 
hüt my lov'd Britans Naſſau's Name revere 
line, The Throne ſhall be ſecure from ſpurious Race, 
And Perkin ſhall to Hanover give place. 


Ee's Oh 


— , 
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Prologue, ſpoken at Court before the Queen, Mr: 
on her Majeſty s Birth-Day. 170! Mid 


fine forth, ye Planets, with diſtinguiſh'd Light, 

As when ye hallow'd firſt this Happy Night; c 
Again tranſmit your Friendly Beams to Earth, To 
As when Britannia Joy d for AVN A's Birth, An 
And thou, kind Star, whoſe Tutelary Power Me 


Guided the future Monarch's Natal Hour, For 
Thy Radiant Voyages for ever run; | Ta 
Only leſs bleſs'd than Cynthia and the Sun: Min 
With thy fair Aſpect ſtill illuſtrate Heay'n, Th 


Kindly preſerve what thou haſt greatly givin, MW 1h 
Thy Influence for thy ANNA we implore; | 
Prolong one Life, and Britain asks no more, Vir 
For what can Virtue more to Man expreſs, 
Than to be great ia War, and good in Peace? 
What further Thought of Bleſſing can we frame, 
Than that That Virtue ſhould be till the ſame ? 
Entire and ſure the Monarch's Rule mult prove, 
Who founds her Greatneſs on her Subjects Love; 
Who does our Homage for our Good require, 
And orders that which we ſhould firſt deſire. 
Our vatquiſh'd Wills that pleaſing Force obey; 
Her Goodneſs takes our Liberty away, ; 
And haughty Britain yields to Arbitrary Sway. 


Let the young Auſtrian then her Terrors bear, 
Great as He is, Her Delegate in War; 
Let him in Thunder ſpeak to both his Spairs, 
That in theſe dreadful Iſles a Female * * 
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Whilſt the bright Queen does on her Subjects 
ſnow'r * 
The gentle Bleſſings of her ſofter Pow'r; 
Gires glorious Morals to a vicious Age, 
en, MW To Temples Zeal, and Manners to the Stage: 
ids the chaſte Muſe without a Bluſh appear, 
and Wit be that which Acay?n and ſhe may hear. 


oh; Alinerva thus to Perſeus lent her Shield, 
+. secure of Conqueſt, ſent him to the Field; 
Told him how barb'rous Rage ſhould be reſtrain'd, 
And bid him execute what ſhe ordain'd. 
Mean time the Deity in Temples fat, 
Fond of her Native Grecians future Fate ; 
Taught 'em in Laws and Letters to excel, 
In acting juſtly, and in writing well. 
Thus whilſt the Goddeſs did her Pow'r diſpoſe, 
The World was freed from Tyrants, Wars and 
Woesz © 

Virtue was taught in Verſe, and Athens roſe. 
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„be Hiſtory and Fall of the Conformity- 
Bull. Being an excellent new Song, to 


the Tune of Chi vy- Chaſe. 


| Sm bleſs our gracious Sovereign AN E, 
For ſo I ſhall her call, = 
r, Who ruleth in our Exgliſb Land, 
An Engliſh Heart withal. 
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The Prince, her Turtle Mate I tro, 

Il alſo pray God bleſs: 

And eke the Duke of Marlborough, 
Both his and her good Grace. 


And now I think within this Realm 
1 need pray for no more; 
For they who do fit at the Helm, 
Are two out of theſe four. 


And yet 1 mayn't omit the Church, 
To pray for in my Pray'rs, 
Which has of late been left i'th'lurch 
By her own Sons and Heirs, 


Ah Biſhops! Biſhops, you I mean, 
They ſay you were poſſeſs'd, 

As one may fay, like Birds unclean, 
To foul thus your own Neſt. 


For unto you a choice Bill came, 
Sent from the Commons Houſe, 
And yet you did reject the ſame, 
As if not worth a Louſe. 


And now to tell I do intend, 
How they this Bill did bring in, 
By that you'll find the very end 
Of this my Tale's beginning. 


Few happy in this World there are, 
And fewer in the next; 

The firſt Experience does declare, 
The laſt the Goſpel-Text. 


And 


Di 
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and therefore ſome Great Men of Note, 
Whom I ſtfall name anon, 

Did in the Senate ſtoutly vote 
For Chriſtian Union, 


Now Conſcience is a thing we know 

Like to a Maſtiff Dog, | 
Which if ty'd up ſo fierce he'll grow, 
' He'll bite his very, Clog. 


Wherefore ſome wiſer Men than ſome, 
Thought they could give good Reaſon, 
How that this Bill jaſt now did come 
A little out of ſeaſon. 


Diſſenters they were to be preſs'd 
To go to Common-Prayer, 
And turn their Faces to the Eaſt, 
As God were only there: 


Or elſe no place of Price or Truſt 
They ever could obtain; 

Which ſhews that Saying very juſt, 
That Godlineſs is Gain. 


Now ſome I ſay did think this hard, 
And ſtrove with all their Might, 
That Subjects might not be debar'd 
Of Freedom, nor of Right. 


for who can think our Lord can care 
From whence the Voice does ſound, 

Tho we ſhould pray as Seamen ſwear, 
The Compaſs Points around ? 


Ard Sure 
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Sure he, I ſay, our Pray'rs can hear, 
Whenever we do call; 

For if ſo be the Heart's ſincere, 
Oh that is all in all. 


But yet to ſee how the World goes, 


Right is by Might devour'd; 
And they who did this Bill oppoſe, 
Alas! were overpow'r'd. 


St. Stephen firſt was in degree, 
That Perſecution felt; 

And perſecuted ſo was he, 
He better had been gelt. 


Oh! better had it been for he, 
Il ſay while I have breath, 
Ten times unſtoned for to be, 

Than ſtoned unto Death. 


But let that paſs, and mark me well; 
For things unknown before, 

And ſtrange and true I now ſhall tell, 
Or ne'er believe me more. 


How Stephen ſtoned was you've heard; 
Now to atone that Guilt, 

A Chappel of thoſe Stones is rear'd, 
By which his Blood was ſpilt. 


And Stephen's Chappel is it height, 
And ſtands in Weſtminſter, 


Near to that place where want of ſight 


Makes Juſtice ſometimes err. 


Sir 


Now 
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Now how theſe Stones make hard the Heart 
Of Burgeſs, or of Knight 

ind do by Influence impart 
Their perſecuting Spight 3 


Its hard to tell the Cauſe thereof, 
Like other Myſteries 

Nor would I aim at that, although 
That | were ne'er ſo wile. 


But yet 'tis true, or tell me now, 
How could ſuch Zeal inſpire 

fir E——S r, or 7 H— 
Of Glouceſterſhire Eſquire 


With divers Men of leſſer Note, 
Tho equal in Deſert ; 

Who did their Voices for to Vote, 
With Clamours loud exert. 


None of whoſe Lives I think can boaſt, 
That they have much Religion ; 
Or value more the Holy Ghoſt 
Than Mahomet his Pigeon. 


Evn H—7's ſelf, I ſay, would ſcarce 
Be made a Smithfield Martyr ; 

for proof, clap Faggots to his A 
You'll find you've caught a Tartar. 


Now this ſame Bill compleatly cook'd, 

Io the Peers Houſe is follow'd; 

And they who brought it thither look'd 
It forthwith ſhould be ſwallow'd. 


5 But 
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But as a haſty Pudding's ſpoilt, 
If there do fall ſome Soot in't; 
Or if burnt to: So this was ſpoil'd 
By Biſhop B—+5s Foot in't. 


For he with Toe Epiſcapal 
Thereto gave ſuch a Zeſt, 

Their Lord ſhips ſtraic grew ſqueamiſh all, 
Nor could the ſame digeſt. 


In vain brisk N- did ſpeak, 
Who is ſo tall and ſlim; 

In vain did G ſilence break, 
Who is ſo like to him. 


Their Words, alas! went for no more 
Than does the News of Grabſter, 

Or than in Commons Houſe before 
Went H- s Voice the Shrubſter. 


The wiſe and valiant Lord of th North, 
With little better Luck, | 
In windy Words did bluſter forth, 
So did his Grace of Back, 


For to tell Truth, ſome Peers did ſmoke. 
That this ſame Bill's Progreſlion 

Might by degrees at length have broke 
The Proteſtant Suc— on. 


Such Snakes in Graſs were for to bite 
Thoſe who could not diſcern 'em; 
Wherefore this Bill was kick'd out quite, 

Pro nunc & ſempiternum. 
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Now God preſerve our Queen, I ſay, 
And grant her long to reign; 

And God keep Popery, I pray, 
On t' other ſide the Main. 


And grant Presbytery may ſtay, 
And all the canting Breed, 

For ever, and alſo for ay, 
On bother ſide the Tweed. ] 


Sic Cecinit 


Rob. Wiſdom. 


Lackworth's Lively Character. 


þ ſhall be known how Lackworth came ſo Great, 
And why he*s thought no better than a Cheat. 
He has more Faults than I'll pretend to tell; 

But this, his Maſterpiece, was hatch'd in Hell. 
fliscurs'd Addreſs, addreſs'd a Knight to be, 
None but himſelf could act ſuch Villany. 

And Now's his time to get, and cheat a Wife, 
Which this State Quack did nicely to the Life. 
Madam, quoth he, the King will be more kind, 
dome grand Imployment is for me deſign'd 3 
And then an Earl, or Duke I ſhall be made: 

fond to be great, thus greatly ſhe's betray?d. 
The M— Adventure next appears in view; 


What crowds of Fools into that Mine he threw: 
Tho 


Now 
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Tho then or ſince he neꝰer was on the spot, k 
Yet couw'd cut out to every one his Lot, 
Thrice fifty thouſand Pounds by it he*as got. 


Beſides what by his Coals he makes a Year, ; 
Transfers and Ways which do not yct appear, 
This Petty fogger thinks he cannot be 6, 


Call'd to account by Law or Equity. 

But there's a Parliament can give relief, 

To thoſe who have been robb'd by ſuch a Thief 
And if theſe will not do, there's one way more ) 
To make him, what he'as baſely got, reſtore. | 
Should any cheat me thus but of one Groat, 7 
They ſhould repent, or elſe 
But ſtay my Muſe, and praiſe him if you can 
He has done more than e'er was done by Man. 
Let none doubt that Philoſophers of old 
Tranſmuted baſer Metals into Gold, 

Since this moſt mighty Britan does much more, | 
Into coin'd Gold tranſmutes the Name of Oar, 


. 


10 
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A Catalogue of Books to be ſold by Ault 


near St. James's, 


Il 


12. 


I, AN Argument proving the Cevennois Re 
bels. By E— of N 
2. Reaſons for baniſhing all Proteſtant Diſſente 
and for a Comprehenſion between the Churc 
of England and the Church of Rome. By 
F—P In Fol. | 
3. Solomons Fool, or the Art of Political Th 
ing. ByLdG — in 3 Vol. 


13. 
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The fortunate Pimp, A Novel, dedicated to 
to H— G—, by Mr. W-——t Doorkeeper to 
the Treaſury, In large Ott avo. 
Ide Excellency of Yigo Snuff, By Sir 4 — 
s $—— inz Vol. 
6, An Argument againſt Pcriwigs, and the Uſe; 
Legality, and Beauty of Natural Hair. By 
H-- B Eſq G— D—- and Sir M— 
iel D-—, 
e WM. The great Advantage of eatly Whoring, By 
Mrs S — 17 
A Letter from Hell. By the Ld Chancellor 
Tefferys to Ld C— B— W —- relating to 
James Taylor's ſtanding in the Pillory. In 
Quarto, 
An Encomium on Temporizing, dedicated to 
4— 4 —. 
„ o An Hiſtorical Account of the great Actions, 
r. Fights at Sea, and wonderful Knowledg of 
the preſent A————ty. By 6 — C — 
ki Dedicated toR — H 
11, The Method of poys'ning Saylors with bad 
Proviſions. By T=- C— and H— V 
_ d:dicated to the P Council. In 
3 Vo 
2. A Dialogue between Ch r 41 ar d 
L. * concerning the Portugal League. 
Dedicated to the Parliament. | 
13, The whole Art of War, of Encamping, 
Entrenching, Retreating, and Running away. 
By the Baron D'O—— . Dedicated to D. 
M 
4. Of the Legitimacy of the Pr. of Wales. By 
the Lady T U. 
15. 2 Hiſtory of the Ragged Serpent. By Tho. 
E — Eſq; late — of Exciſe, and a 
ent 


0 
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ſent Commiſſionrr of the Duties on Salt. 2 
Val. |; | 
16. Phe Nature of Splitting Offices. By the R. 
H —— J— H—- Dedicated to Wagadary, 

Vol. 
Madeſty and Temper of Mind. By the 
112 Anthor. | 
\ Diſcourſe of political Divinity. By the 
;cnd O. B—b. Dedicated to the B. of 
. 10 Vol. Folio. 


—̃ _ by 


—— 


A Catalogue of Books to be fold by Auftin 
at the City Godmothers in Mincing- 
lanc, on the 29th of May next, being 
the - Anniverſary of the Reſtauration of 
Bleſſed Memory. 


1. {Cap and Suds : or, The Etbiopians Addrels 
to the Queen of Sheba, for a little of het Ml , 
Majeſty's Whire-waſh. 
2. Fair-play: or, The H. of C. vindicated from 
the Charge of Injuſtice and Tyranny, in te- 
{uſing a new Election to the Town of Aal. 
ftone in Kent, in 240. Written by the Rigit 
Honourable R. H. Sp—r to the H. and C. 
and dedicated to the Kentiſh Petitioners. 
3, The Eagle and Fly; a Fable ogcaſion'd by tle 
H. of C. Order for taking the Obſervator in: MW | 
to Cuſtody. Y 
4. Paſs in the Corner: or, The Old Game re- 
viv'd. A Comedy, as it was acted in d. 
Srephens 
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Stephen's Chappel by the H. of C. Written 
by Her aclit us Ridens, and dedicated to Harry 
St. F—— 

5, The uſcfalnef of Corinthian Braſs. By the 
Right Honourable J. H. Eſq; Dedicated to 
the Com — ler of her Majeſty's Houſhold, 

10 vol. in Fol. 

6. The Tale of a Tub : or, The Art and Myſte- 
ry of poyſoning Reputations by Impeach- 
ments, without Proſecution. Dedicated to 
the Commons. 

7. A Pindarick Ode in praiſe of Darkneſs, clean 
Straw, and Water gruel, Written for the 
Uſe of the H. of C. By Mr. Prior, at the 
deſire of a Noble Peer. In Fol. 

3. The Excellency of Wooden-ſhoos, Pottage 
and Fetters: To which is added the Uſeful- 
ne of an Inquiſition in England, for the bet- 
ter Eſtabliſhment of High-Church. By Sir 

9. of patience under Suffer ings: In 5 vol. Octave. 

- By A. St. J. Eſq, occaſion'd by his loſing 500 J. 
on the Lords damning the Occaſional Bill, 

16. A Hymn to the Praiſe and Glory of High- 
Church. By Sir F. Pack — n. Dedicated to 

Sir Fon. Tre — 15 Bp of E- 

1 Lhe Art and Myſtery of Gingerbread-mak- 

ing: or; Gingerbread improv'd ; by the in- 
defatigable Care and Endeavour of the Low- 
er H. of Convocation ; together with an Ac- 
count of their great Zeal for the Church and 
Religion. By Heraclitus Ridens. 

2. Paſſive Obedience kickt to the Devil, by the 
Lower H. of Con. being an Account of 
their humble and dutiful Carriage to the 
Upper Houſe, To which is added a Com- 

Ff 2 pariſon 
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pariſon between the firſt Fathers of the 

Church, and the latter. In a Letter written 
by Mr. Fobn Toland to Andrew Marvel Eſq 
at his Manſten-houfe in Ehyſium. 

13. England's Glory retriev'd : being a Congratu- 

latory Poem on the ſignal Courage and Suc- 
ceſs of thoſe two great Commanders, the 

D. of A. and Sir 6. K. Tranl)lated from 
the Original of Monſieur Pouſſin, and dedi- 
cated to the Suburbians of Mapping and Hock. 
ley in the Hole, In 240. 

+4. Sailing Orders; or, Battel without Blood- 
ſhed : Being part of ſome Political Maxims 
writren for the good of Old England, and 
Safety of her Majeſty's Subjects. By the E. 
of N—, and containing a full vindication 
of Admiral Graydon, and Sir J. Munden. 
Dedicated to the Heirs and Executors of | 
Admiral Bembow deceaſed, In 240. 

'5. The Art of Secrecy. By her Grace the D. of 
N. Dedicated to the Widow and Children 
of Rm Frenan, late Governour of Du 
kirk. 2 88 

6. Of Humility and Self. denyal. In ſmall 129. 
With a Compariſon between Windſor Veni. 
ſon, and St. Albans Mutton. By the fan 
Hand. | | 

7. Bowling and Building; the two great Quali 
fications of Stateſmen : With a Pindarick 
Ode in praiſe of Swearing and Gaming. Þy 
bis Grace the D. of B. In 4 vol, in Few, 
large Paper gilt. 

12. The Inſipidneſs of old-faſhion'd Virtues, or the 
Advantages of being an early Rake. To 
which is added, by way of Appendix, tc 
neceſſity of Occaſional Conformity to Wl 
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ing ns Gaming, By his G. the D. of 
B—4. 


19. The way to Preferment; being a choice Col- 


letion of Ribaldry, Defamation and Scan- 
dal, on the Memory of the late King i- 
liam. 

20. Scaramouch, or the Church's Scarecrow. By 
a Prieſt of the Order of St. Aiphage. 

u. Harlequin, or the Humours of High Church; 

gau Farce, as it was acted with applauſe betore 
the Univerſity of Oxon. By Mr. Sach -— J. 

22. The Church ſupported. and Piety promoted, 
by the Sundays Cavalcade to Hide Park. 
Being an elaborate Piece of the Right H. 
the Ld C-—y, and written in his Coach en 
ant. 

:3. The Chameleon to that famous Civilian Dr. 
Davenant, occaſion'd by his late Eſſays. 

24. Two Treatiſes, the one of fair Dealing, the 
other of good Breeding. By Sir Sm — 4. 
Dedicated to Mr. D. Defoe. 

25. Roſtrorum Fulcimen, or ſome new Eſſays for the 
better Reputation of the Pulpit and Play- 
_ By George Powel Seryant to her Ma- 
jeſt y. 

26, Good Houſekeeping. By Sir Sam. D—— 4. 
Dedicated to the Coxcombs that choſe him 
Lord Mayor. In 240. 
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SONG. 


OT, Celia, that I am more juſt, 
Or truer than the reſt ; 
For I could change each hour like them, 
Were it my Intereſt, 


- 
* Es 4 at wa, 


But I am ty'd to very T hee, 
By ev'ry Thought I have; 
Should you again my Heart ſet free, 
Fd be again your Slave, 


For all in Woman is ador'd, 
In thy dear Self I find; 

For the whole Sex can but afford 
The Handſom and the Kind. 


Then why ſhould J ſeek further Store, 

And make my Love anew ? ; 
Since Change ir felt can give no more, 
*Tis eaſy to be true. 


— — — co — — — — 


The Old Mans Wiſh: 


J* L live to grow old, as I find I go down, 

Let this be my Fate in a Country Town: 
May I have a warm Houſe, with a Stone at my Gate, 
And a c!:anly young Girl to rub my bald Pate. 


aty 
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May 1 govern my Paſſion with an abſolute ſway, 
And grow wiſer and better as my ſtrength ears away, 
Without Gout or Stone, by a gentle decay. 


na Country Town, by a murm'ring Brook. 
With th* Ocean at diſtance on which I may look; 
With a ſpacious Plain without Hedg or Scile, 
And an eaſy Pad-Nag to ride out a Mile, 
May I govern, &c. 


With Horace and Platarch, and one or two more 
Of the beſt Wits that liv'd in the Ages before; 
With a Diſh of Roaſt-Mutton, not Ven ſon nor Teal, 
And clean tho coarſe Linen at ev'ry Meal. 

May I govern, &c. 


With a Pudding on Sunday, and ſtout hummijny 
| (Liquor, 
AndRemnants of Latin to puzzle the Vicar ; 
With a hidden Reſerve of Burgundy Wine, 
To drink the King's Healch as oft as we dine. 
May 1 govern, &c. 


With a Courage undaunted may | face my laſt day, 
And when I am dead may the better fort (ay, 
la the Morning when fober, in th' Evening when 
(mellow, 
fe is gone, and han't left behind him his Fellow. 
For he govern d hu Paſſion, &c. 


Ff4 
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— * PR — — 


_— — — 


On the Counteſs of Dorch—er, 
By the . of Dt. 


Roud with the Spoils of Royal Cully, 
With falſe pretence to Wit and Parts; 
She ſwaggers like a batter'd Bully, 
To try the Tempers of Mens Hearts. 


. 
* 


Tho ſhe appear as plitt'ring fine, 

As Gems, and Jeſts, and Paint can make ber; 
She ne%er can win a Breaſt like mine, 

The Devil and Sir David take her. 


— — 2 — _ - — — 


— 


A 816 H. 


Entleſt Air, thou Breath of Lovers, 
Vapour from a Secret Fire; 
Which by thee it ſelf diſcovers, 
E'er yet daring to aſpire. 


Softeſt Note of whiſper'd Anguiſh, 
Harmony's refined Part, 

Striking while thou ſeem'ſt to languiſh, 

Full upon the Liſtner's Heart. c 


Softeſt Meſſenger of Paſſion, 
Stealing thro a Crqud of Spies 
Which conſtrain the outward Faſhion, 
Cloſe the Lips, and guard the Eyes. 


Skaſe- 


80 


ape. 


chapeleſs Sigh, we ne'er can ſhew thee 


A 
N 
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Form'd, but to aſſault the Ear; 
Yet Cer to their coſt they know thee, 
Evry Nymph may read thee here. 


_—_— 


— 


— — . % . OO — — — 
* * 
1 . 


A Ft. 


839 Blaſt of ill Concoction, 
Reverſe of high-aſcending Belch, 

The only Stink abhor'd by Scotch-men, 
Beloy'd and practisꝰd by the Welch. 


Softeſt Note of inward Griping, 
Sir Reverence's fineſt Part : 

So fine it needs no pains of wiping, 
Except it be a Brewer's F—t. 


Swifteſt Eaſe of Cholick Pains, 
Vapour from a ſecret Stench, 

That's rattled by the unbred Swains, 
But whiſper'd by the baſhful Wench. 


1 l 


—— — 
n — - 
— = "» 
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Shapeleſs F—t, we ne'er can ſhew thee, 
But in that noble Female Sport; 

In which by burning Blue we know thee, 
LI Amuſement of the Maids at Court. 


” 2 
3 —— —— 
IS | — — 
— — —— — _— — 2 5 I LES _ - . 
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The Petition of the aiſtreſs'd Merchants 
of London, to the Lord High Tria. 
ſurer, againſt the Commiſſioners of ile 


Cuſtoms. 


Rom Go 
Notion 3 
From ſnarling Tool Cl--ke, at the other's De- 
votion 3 
From Republican Ben, the old Clergy Teazer, 
Whoſe true Chriſtian Name, you muſt know, 
 Abenezer : 771 | 
From flatt ring falſe H— ley, who ſnecks to 
Church Party, | | | 
And for but half Salary vows to be hearty : 
From fearful proud N- port, who ſpits out his 
Genn; | 
From T—dy Bully C——ford, and the Rogues 
that he nurſes; 
From ſo-motly a Crew, fo imperious a Board, 
Deliver this lab'ring Country, good Lord, 
And thy Staff ſhall like Hercules Club be ador d. 
And that no grain of Merit fall by this Petition, 
Leave Manwaring only to grace the Commiſſion, 


n, that Waſp, whoſe Talent i; 


Th 
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The Way to Heaven in a String e Or, 
Mr. Algil's Argument Burleſqu d. 


—_ 0 


To the "JON ma 


E have of late been entertain'd with ma- 

ny pretty Whims in Divinity; but 

this i the fine ſt of them all : A Religious Piece 
of Knight-Errantry, to which if I ſaid any 
thing at all, I thought it nuſt be in Bur- 
leſque, for the Humour is comical enough. 
Pity it is this wondrous Man had not livd in 
the Infancy of Time, and tanght poor Mortals 
this Leſſor, e er Death for ſo many Thouſands of 
Tears had ravaged the habitable parts of the 
World, and glutted it ſelf with the Spoils of 
Mankind. The Scythe of Death had then a long 
lime ago been ruſty and uſeleſs, and the Sands in 
the Glaſs of Time had run to no purpoſe, But we 
of theſe latter Ages of the World muſt have the 
only Advantage of his Proje&, who will not go 
out of the World in the Common Road of his 
erghbours, but in a manner peculiar to him- 


ſelf, 
| Hine Itur ad Aſtra. 


Bootatus 
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Bootatus & Spurratus ire ad Cœlum ; ew, 
wourts our Friend John, and leaves this declin. 
ing World leſſening out of ſight. 

Theſe are the firſt Lines that ever I attempte] 
in Dogrel, and according to their reception in 
the World, perhaps may be the laſt, The Deſign Wy: 


will bear a great many more; and my Lines flow A0 


4 the Learned Dr. Bunyan ſ of his, He 
TW. As 

They came to mine own Heart, thence to my Head, I © 
Theance to my Fingers ends they trickeled ; Th 
Thence to my Pen, and then immediately To 
On Paper I did dribble it daintily. "x 
N (v 

= An 
Ne 


Mr. Algil's Argument Burleſqud, tf x 


Here are ſome things accounted Real, De 

In which we Mortals do agree all : W 
Things form'd by cunning Allegories. Do 
We do account to be mere Stories. As 
Some write of Fights of Mice and Frogs. To 
And others prate of Maſtiff Dogs : fle 
One has the Fairy Queen eſpy'd, Of 
And told the Tale, as if he ly'd, He 
Of Tib and Tom, and Aib and Aab, Th 
Names ne'er attain'd by Poet Squab. tle 
But while ſuch Fools do pleaſe Mens Fancies Or 
With idle Canto of Romances, Ha 
Pl! tell you of a greater Knight To 
Than e er made Love, or mov d in Fight. p 


He 
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He neither was a Prieſt nor Parſon, 
Or Warrior's Saddle laid his Arſe on; 
Yet in Divinity Profound, 
ge could great Sophiſters confound ; 
Knew difference *wwixt the Jews and Tarks, 
znd had read Learned Bunyans Works: 
Had Brooks his Golden Pippins read, 
And by the wiſer Folk 'tis ſaid, 
He can as learnedly diſpute 
As Parſon Keith, or fam'd Giles Shute. 
d. Wi ſagely in his Youth foreſaw 
' W That Truths Divine need Props of Law; 
To ſtudy which he did adhere, 
And in't became a Bariſter : 
He ſomething elſe at length became, 
_ Wan Office got I muſt not name; 
Stor ultra Crepidam. 


He never bow'd his ſtubborn Knee 
lu any Feats of Chivalry, 
Deſpiſing ſuch Knight -Errantry, 
Where People for the very nonce 
Do fracture one another's Bones; 
As Bullocks fight in Marſhes fed, 
To try which has the hardeſt Head. 
le never loy'd the diſmal Sounds 
Of murd'ring Guns, of Blood and Wounds : 
He ſtill abhorr'd the frightful ſight, 
The fad Effect of cruel Fight. * 
tle never got a broken Head, 
Or for a Wound had Plaiſter ſpread ; 
Had no Miſchance in any Points, 
To diſlocate his nimble Joints ; 
but ſuch Diſaſters as befal 
lu Battels Metaphyfical ; 


5 


He Which. 
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Which, tho ſecuring Head and Snout, B 
Do Craze the Brains, not beat 'em out; 80 
6 

By a deep inſight in Religion ä : 
He tound how Mabomer, and his Pigeon, 90 
Lid fly from hence to bleſt Abodes, A 
Tranſlated to the very Gods; * 
With ecv'ry Pinion not unhing d. 80 
And nct one Feather of 'em ſing'd. dt. 
In ſacred Scripture he had read Ti 
How Enoch and Elijab fled 0 
To Heav'n by Faith, and in their flying As 
Diſdain'd the common way of Dying, Tt 
Which does Mankind in Thraldom fetter, As 
Oaly becauſe they know no betrer. An 
He and his Printer did agree ls 
To ſet Men from this Bondage free; Af 
And now Sir Knight has got a Squire, uw 
As fit as e er he could defire: Th 
To preach this Doctrine would'be vain, Of 


Diſturb the Head, and Lungs. would ſtrain. For 
Let Parſons preach; and Cler ks. go e But 
They'll do the buſineſs by Epiſtle, 
Which has of late gain'd Proſelyees 
Of Tolandiſts and Aſgihtes, | | 
Who form new Articles Divine, 
Exceeding far our N nine. 


In Londoun Town there 8 Antec found 
One Corfer of that fertile Ground, 
Which does not to the Age afford 
New Sects all efdunded on the Word; 
Who like Logicians do 1 10 
And one another till confute; 

All of em Orthodox, and al 
Alike are Apoltolical. 
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But the they make ſuch zealous pother, 
ome do thrive better than the other; 
as Plants more generous are found 

To flouriſh beſt in fatteſt Ground: 

dome tall ones ſcatter do their Seed, 

And new ones do as Maggots breed ; 

Whilſt theſe to height are always ſhoving, 

dome others only are improving. 

gt. Paul's ſcarce outdoes Salters-Hall, 

Tho its high Roof be far more tall : 

04tavo Band, and Cloak Divine 

As Folio Caſſock is as fine 

The little Roundhead looks as big 

As Biſhop in his powder'd Wig. 

And eke a wondrous Reformation 
Is happened in this godly Nation. 

After a many ſtubborn Greetings, 

W The King is prayd for in the Meetings, 
That he may live long in the Nation; 
Of publick Funds a long Duration 
for theſe no King did e'er adore, 35 17 
But what encreas'd their private Store. 
Pardon, good Reader, I digreſs, © 7 
'Tis common in Pindarick Verſe, 

And eke in this it muſt be too, 
but pleaſe to make it ſo;⸗; © 
And I, without a Reaſon fort. 
Will make 'em long, or cut em ſhort. 
Poets are Princes in their Station, 

Altho they govern not the Nation; 

No Man their Pow'r did yet diſpute, 

but always held em abſol ute. 


9 


Now had Sir Knight his Brain imploy'd ; 0 
og he might conquer, and avoid — 


Old 
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Old Death, that cunning ſubtle Fox, 
Who lays Mankind in Earthy Stocks: 
Says he, good Squire, it is but folly 
To ſit thus penſive, melancholy ; 

Pur but my Notions into print, 
We'll conquer Death, or Devil's in't. 
I am Robuſtick, tho Pm Civil, 

And grown a Match e'en for the Devil. 
The crooked Serpent, who by Lying 
Entices Mankind into Dying, 

So far does fooliſh Men deceive, 
They cannot the dull Cuſtom leave. 
Had they but Faith, they need not die, 
Like Enoch might ad Aftra fly, 

And view the Regions of the Sky. 


But here the Squire to Knight reply'd, 
You have not yet your Notion try'd: 
Your mighty Faith your Senſe enthrals, 
'Tis Philoſophically falſe ; 

For what is born muſt ſurely die, 
Or elſe Philoſophers do lie : 

All that is nouriſh'd is unſtable, 

And is revera corruptible ; 

And Death, deciding of the Strife, 
Is but Corruption of our Life. 

vou muſt not Notions, Sir, eſpouſe 
That do the Bonds of Nature looſe ; 
And with ſuch vehemence diſpute em, 


When e'ery Church- yard does confute em. Let 


Beſides, Sir, where is your protection 
Againſt received Reſurrection? 

For it appears to all the Wiſe, 

If we don't die we ſhall not riſe. 
Vou may for this be brought in Court, 
And there be made to anſwer for't ; 


But 
Tt 
| WI 


They! 
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They'll uſe you there like any Dog, 

When you're once ſeiz d by Robbin Hog: 
For, Sir, the Liberty to ſcrible 

Allows you not at Church to nibble 

And there I'll leave you in the lorch, 

When you plant Cannons 'gainft the Church. 
Such things as theſe would whilome tear yo, 
In the late Reign of Great Rogers - 

Not that Rogero of great Note, 

Of whom Orlando juſtly wrote, 

Who with Alcyna did diſcourſe 

By Aſſignations of Amours; 

But that Rogero which did fill 

The World with Obſervators ill; 

Who ſuch ill Tenents to redreſs, 

Was made Oppreſſor of the Preſs ; 

Who tho he's outed of his Reign, 

His Squire's Pow?r does ſtill remain. 


To this reply'd the Doughty Knght, Ih; 
Thou ſhalt not me with Fancies fright. 19 
Nought that's heroick, or that's rare. a, "il 
But was atchiev'd by Great Don Zara, bi | 
Whoſe Actions gave his Name a Hogo, 
He got the Title of Del Fogo; 

And tho he was a Man of Valour, 

He oft was ſqueez'd by Fortunes Squallor; 
And Sancho too ( his Fates be thanked ) 

Was ſadly toſſed in a Blanket: 

Yet theſe did neꝰ er repine at Fate, 

To keep off Blow would ſcarce guard Pate. 
| will encounter Fews and Turks, 
Defy the Devil and his Works, 
Both thy Rogero, and his Squire, 
And their Eccleſiaſtick Fire. 


8g 
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Roger belong'd unto that Prieſthood, 
Which never yet did do the leaſt good: 


He was a Light to the Dark-Lanthorns, The 
Which neither Sockets have, nor han't Horns. N Rca 
If theſe my Notions do moleſt, The 
It's Perſecution, Sir, at beſt ; Tha 
Of modern date a Law too faith, Wa 
No Man ſnall ſuffer for his Faith. As | 
| | It u 

Here did the Squire long ſtand amaz'd; But 
And after On the Knight had gaz d, For 
Quoth he, it is not Perſecution, | Alt! 
When againſt you in Fxecution : And 
Our Laws do only favour weak Wit 
And Infant Chriſtians, who can't take or 
The ſtronger Meats; but you are ſtrong, Yet 
Almoſt Omnipotent in Wrong. | an 
Your ſelf-applauding Vanity And 
Is meer downright Profanity : The 
You know a wondrous deal of Faith, Wh 
But not one word the Scripture ſaith. Vile 
Tis true, good Enoch and Eliab lin 
Alive to Saints above did fly-a; | As | 
And this was done by Faith and Prayer, Con 
But neither of em was a Lawyer; And 
They of Canary took no Doſe, Cou 
Nor tippl'd Claret at the Roſe: And 
They in their Lives were exemplary, but 
Seldom or never did miſcarry. Con 
We can't in you like Faith believe, May 
Unleſs you like Example give. But 
All 

Quoth Knight, my Friend, thowrt very dul, N An 
Good God! Full fill thy empty Scull. Mus 
Thoſe Tenents which from Faith ariſe, But 


To Mortal Men are Myſteries : 


li 
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It is not likely they ſhould know 

The way tranſlated Men do go; 

They cannot ſee the upper Skies, 

zecauſe they look with dying Eyes 

They can no more ſuch Truth unriddle, | 
Than Story of the Bear and Fiddle, 5 
Was ſung, but broke off in the middle. ö 
As for my way of living, wou'd 

It were as plous Enoch's good. 

But here, my Friend, you do me banter; 
For you do know I am no Ranter : 

Altho for Grace I don't much ſtickle, 

And ſigh and groan at Conventicle ; 

With little Band am ſeldom found, 

Or Locks are circumciſed round, 

Yet tho I do not cant and pray, 

| am not half ſo lewd as they: 

And Godly Looks do ne er impart 

The ſecret Treaſure of the Heart; 
Which, if it does once entertain 

Vile Thoughts, Religion is but vain 

[in a Band could look as grave 

As any Conventicle Knave, 

Cou'd wring my Chaps into Grimaces, 

And make a hundred Godly Faces; 

Cou'd fit as dull as any Log, 

And grunt and groan like any Hog. 

But theſe are odd ſorts of Religions, 
Contriv'd by Knaves for fooliſh Wigeons 3 
May be for them a Godly Faſhion, 

but are not fitted for Tranſlation. 

Al my Diſciples muſt be airy, 

And dance as nimble as a Fairy; 

Muſt never think of ſordid Dying, 

but practiſe muſt the Art of Flying. 


lt g 2 | Os; 


ul, 
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ie 


; To | 
On a Bluſh. Mitten by a Lady, Wi 
Surp 
C8 my own*Blood betray me to Diſgrace 2 
Fill me with Shame, then triumph in my Face Nrn. 
Thou baſe Deſerter of my better Part, let 
That haſt ſo long inhabited my Heart, For 
To leave thy deareſt native Manſion Seat Tha 
Un2uarded and expos'd to Love and Fate; And 
Had you but kept the Place, no room had bia 
For any Damon to have ſally'd in: Gay 


But while in Pomp you In my Cheeks were ſet, 
He the poſſeſſion of my Heart did pet. 

Now you, my treach'rous Wanderer, may ſtay, 
And new Confuſion to my Heart convey : 
You've bus'nefs now of Conſequence to tell, 
2ut ſee the gentle Tale you manage well; 
Appcar not you in all your furious Flame, 

And you may give a Charm as well as Fame. V 
Thou Tell-tale of the Mind, that wilt reveal Mc}, 


The very Truth I charge thee to conceal. Her 
If ſecret Joys from Damon's ſight ariſe, Her 
You | ſuppoſe will tell it at my Eyes. No 
could forgive you too, did you proceed No 
From real Cauſe, or ſome inglorions Deed : Fer 
would be ſtill aſnam'd of doing ill, But 


And Compenſation make by bluſhing ſtill: Ani 
Bur ev'n in Innocence you're ſtill my Foe, 2 


And what I do not, or I would not know, f 
Still in my Face a ſeeming Guilt you ſhow. Her 
And while it pleaſes you to take theſe Airs, Swe 


I am abandon'd to a thouſand Fears. 


Shame 
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dame and Confuſion dwell upon my Face, 
While cv'ry one their different Cenſures paſs : 
ie Damon! "twas a treach'rous Coward's part 
To ſeize an empty and unguarded Heart. 
You watch the Sentinel abroad, and then 
Qurprize his Box e'er he come back agen. 
Come on Lucinda, Trick for Trick ſay I, 
ince he's got in, there keep him till he die. 
There is no Blood you ſay 3 then ſtop ir cloſe, 
Let none return, and I'Il engage he goes: 
for without Blood he can no more live there 
Than Sparrows in Beyle's Glaſſes without Air. 
Ard if henceforth your Blood ſhould upward 
1 move, 
Say tis for Joy and Triumph, not for Love. 


—— Al 


The Character. 


— 


£ 


1 prudent, wiſe, diſcreet, 
For a Queen's Privy-Council fit, 
Calm and ſerene ; her Features {weer, 
Her Judgment ſtrong, and ſharp her Wit. 
Her Breaſt no ruffled Paſſion knows, 
No angry Furrows on her Brows : 

No pining Envy, ſervile Fear 

Eer meet with a Reception here. 

But glorious Virtue fills her Mind, 

And all that's good in Woman: kind. 


Maſia is lovely, young and fair, 
Her Aſpect charming, mild her Air; 
dweet Modeſty, that bluſhing Grace, 
Reigns triumphant in ber Face: . _ 

Gg 3 She 
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She is all Innocence and Love, 
The Darling of the Gods above. 


Grippina's courteous, brisk and kind; 
Her Face declares her eaſy Mind : 
She's always gen'rous, bold and true, 
What's mean ſhe cannot, will not do: 
When eber ſhe ſings all ſilent are, 
None dare their Tunes with her's compare; 
The feather'd Songſters of the Air 
Correct their erring Notes by her. 


Where three ſuch Nymphs are to be found, 
Sure it is hallow?d, ſacred Ground: 
And Temples may erected be, 
For all to worſhip there with me. 


— > 


SONG, 


FT HE Ceſtrian Roach will prove a fine Fiſh, 
And Game not in ſeaſon will make a good Diſh 
For the Court of St. Ger mains, if ſerv'd up in ſtate, 
With forty four Covers of Corniſh Church-Plate; 
And guarded by Scots, that are highly provok d, 
With deſign that a Female of Note may be choak d. 
The Sauce takes its Reliſh from the Hogo of Hon, 
And Sr the Coals of the Kitchin will blow. 
The Grace will be faid by nonjuring Ken, 

And all the High-Flicrs will ſoon ſay, Amen, 


Tofts 
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Tofts and Margarita. 


Uſick has learnt the Diſcords of the State, 
And Conſorts jar with Whig & Tory Hate. 
Here Devonſhire and Somer ſet attend 
The Britiſh Tofts, and ev'ry Note commend ; 
To native Merit juſt, and pleas to ſee 
We've Roman Arts from Roman Bondage free. 
| There fam'd L*Epine does equal Skill imploy, 
While liſt ning Peers croud to th? extatick Joy. 
B— 4 to hear her Song his Dice forſakes, 
And N-——--'s tranſported when ſhe ſhakes : 
Lull'd Stateſmen melt away their drowſy Cares 
— of England's Safety in Italian Airs. 
Who would not ſend each Poſt blank Paſſes o'er, 
Rather than keep ſuch Strangers from our Shore ? 


— 


th An Addreſs. 


MAD AM, 


E Addreſs you to day ina very new Fa- 
ſhion, | 

And tell you of nothing but Force and Invaſion, 

Tho ſome Folks will laugh when they hear the 
Occaſion. 

Violation's the Word: not a Tittle o'th* Church; 

For, as Johnny ſays plainly, you've left us th? lurch. 

The Sham's at an end which made ſuch a pother, 

And we 're plaguily put to our Trumps for another: 

, Gg 4 But 
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But ſince the curs d Lords have thrown ot the Bill, 

And choſe a Committee that piſ in a Quill ; 

Who, if we be ſilent, will ind out the Plot, s 

Then N -s Merit will ſoon be forgot, 5 

And ſome of us ſurely muſt then go to pot: 

We are forc'd to invent in this dang'rous Criſis, 

Some pretty new Whims to confound their Devices. 

Why, Madam, you're raviſn'd, your Queenſhip's 
invaded, 

And we mult ſqueel out till of this you're per. 
ſwaded. 

But who are the Villains perhaps you will ask; 

If we did not tell you, *cwould be a hard Ta k 

To gueſs, or perceive, you had any Abuſe, 

So we come on purpoſe to tell you the News. 

*Tis the whole H— of Lords, thoſe damnable 
Lords, 

Who have done the ſad thing on moſt of our 
Words. 

O, Madam, take care of your Prerogative Royal, 

We ne'er were before ſo confoundedly Loyal, 


For extending yourPower to be humbly addreſſing, | 


And you ſee we conform on Occaſion fo prefling 
To glu our Revenge, Moderation to foil, 

The Peers to affront, the State to imbroil. 

T his glorious Quarrel we come to advance, 
Which 1s as dear to us as that againſt France, 


The 


Th 


Er 


6» P Tees 1- 
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The Riſing Sun; or, V. ſe ph the 
Queen's Birth-day. Celebrated Apr. 30. 
MDCXC. 


By John Hamden Eſq 


Reat Soul of Nature, Source of all our Joys, 
Monarch of th' Univerſe, witoſe genial Rays, 

Of Motion and of Life the only Spring, 
Entitle Thee, with Juſtice, to be King 
Of all that lives, breaths, or moves here below, 
Since from thy Heat and Light all theirs do flow: 
How well thow'rt made the Emblem and Device 
Of that Celeſtial Nymph, whoſe glorious Riſe 
Ennobles this bleſt Day, chaſing our Night, 
Doubling the. Glory of thy Sacred Light. 
How lately we in Darkneſs were involv'd ! 
Our Britiſh World ready to be diſſolv d; 
Our Laws, our Liberty did gaſping lye, 
And we for help in vain did ligh and cry ; 
When all our Patriots loudly did proclaim * 
Help and Deliverance from no other Name 
They could expect than this bleſt Princeſs, when 
She was deſir'd by all good Engliſh Men, 
More than the riſing of her Planet was 
By all thoſe Perfians, who at once did gaze 
To ſee that fight, which who could firſt behold 
Was to be circled in th? Imperial Gold. 


83 


See Burner's Papers, and others, which were filled with 
Diſcourſes of the hopes we had in the Succeſſion of the Princeſs 
VVT 


When 
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When we had ſuffer'd long enough to know 
The Value of that Good Heav'n would beſtow ; 
Within our Hemiſphere this Star appear'd, 
And put an end to all the Ills we fear'd. 
Preceded by her Morning. Star, and led, 

(The worthy Partner of her Throne and Bed) 

Our Glorious Sun on our Horizon roſe, - 

Scatter'd all Miſts, ſatisfy'd all, but thoſe 

Whoſe Deeds had made them hate the Light, 
whoſe Crimes 

Sought the Confuſion of the darkeſt Times. 

At firſt the Bleſſing ſeem'd beyond belief : 


All wiſh'd and pray d for't ; few could credit give. 


But when we ſaw Heav'n meant in truth to lend 
Aſſiſtance to us, and by her to ſend : 

When ſhe deſcended on our happy Ie, 

(A certain Gage of Providence's Smile) 

When we beheld her mounted on the Throne, 
Expreſſing all thoſe Graces which alone 

In her concentred, ſet her far before 

The Heroines ſo vaunted heretofore : 

When ſhe and her great Conſort did receive 
The greateſt Preſent mortal Men can give; 
And at their Feet the Nation's Wiſdom laid 


That Crown, which ſcarce their Labours fully paid. 


With what Tranſports of Joy, upon her Face, 
We all admiring ſaw that charming Grace 

To her peculiar ? where her Piety 

And Modeſty plainly appear'd to vie 

With Love to ſinking England, whoſe demand 
Of Help and Succour from her Royal Hand, 
Determin'd Her that vacant Seat to fill, 

Aſſigned unto her by Heaven's Will; 

Pronounc'd by th'beſt explainer of God's Choice, 
And ſureſt Evidence, the People's Voice. 


Bleſt 
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Bleſt Conteſt ! where the terms, Country and Wife, 
Strove with her Love to him that gave her Life! 
And more bleſt Vict'ry, where Love to Mankind 
Triumpbh'd o're all things, in her vertuous Mind! 

Nor did the Progreſs any way allay 
Our Hopes fo rais'd by what we ſaw that Day. 
The Order introduc'd in every part 
Where ſhe concern'd her ſelf, the happy Art 
So little practiſed in former Reigns, 
Of making uſe of all her Courtiers Chains 
For Cords to draw them to adorn her Court, 
By all that's vertuous and of good Report, 
Shew'd us how great a Bleſſing Heaven intends 
For thoſe to whom it ſuch a Princeſs ſends. 
No Scandal, no Offence within her Walls: 
Under her Care and Conduct all that falls 
Admits no blemiſh, all things are ſecure 
Under her vig'lant Eye, and all things pure. 
Her Virgin's Chaſtity no Guard requires, 
Their tender Souls acquainted with no Fires, 
But with that Ardour which does them inflame 
To honour their great Miſtreſs, and her Fame 
Still to advance, teach what by daily uſe 
Such Precepts and Example can produce : 
Their Wants her bounteous Hand ſo well ſupplies, 
Their Wiſhes ſhe ſo fully ſatisfies ; 
Should Fove from Heav?ncome in a Golden Shower, 
He'd find no Dane within that Bower. 

Is any Sick, Diſtreſſed, Lame, or Poor ? 
Their natural reſort is to her Door. 
Where Limbs, and Health, and Succor they all find, 
So like her Saviour's is her pious Mind ; 
$0 univerſally ſhe caſts her Eyes 
On all that need her help; it does ſuffice 
To be in miſery, to have a right 
To her Protection, and her helping Might. a 

er 


460 POEMS on 

Her Pirr x looſes the Captive's Chains, 
From ofter?d Thanks her Modeſty refrains. 
So aſſable, ſo courteous, that her Mouth 
The Law of Kindneſs gives. From North to South 
No Character like her's you'l ever ſee, 

Such Sweetneſs mixt with ſo much Majeſty : 

To that degree, that Envy's worſt effort 

Nee feign'd in her faults of another ſort, 

But ohly this ( ridiculous device!) 

That ſhe too good, too condeſcending is. 

An Exgliſh Fault, which in her Royal Mind, 
With Engliſh Virtues happily conjoin'd, 

Such as good Nature, and good Temper ate, 
Do all produce in her a Character 

So great as, if compared, will pull down 

All thoſe ef other Heads that wear a Crown, 
Th'exactneſs of her Judgment's underſtood 

By thoſe whoſe Fortune makes them have the good 

To ſtand before her, and thoſe Accents hear, 
Thoſe charming Accents, thoſe Deciſions clear, 

Abounding in good Senſe, and Judgment ſound, 
When ſhe thinks fit falſe Notions to confound. 
But above all, her Piety prevails, 

That Crown of Virtues, that which never fails, 

That which will make her happy, when the Law 

Of frail Mortality ſhall her withdraw 

From all our longing Eyes, and ſhall unite 

Her precious Subſtance to that Globe of Light, 
Which I her Greatneſs to adumbrate uſe, 

Loth to her Merit Juſtice to refuſe. 

Whoever knew her fail an Exerciſe 

Of piety? Whoever ſaw her Eyes 
Wander, or any other Action prove 

Want of Devotion, or defect of Love? 

And yet her greateſt heat of Zeal none ſaw, 


Or eyer could obſerve from her to draw 
Thoſe 
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Thoſe ſuperſtitions Cringes, which ſuch Fools 
Are wont to uſe, that Prielts have made their Toole. 
Her Sovereign Judgment ſhews her how to take 
The Temper juſt, what difference to make 
Between a ſolid Piety, and that 

Which Bigots counterfeit, a ſpuriovs Brat, 

Not got 'twixt Heaven and a virtuous Soul. 

Nor made our vicious Paſſions to controul, 

But of haſe Fear and corrupt Policy, 

The nauſeous Fruit, and Nurſe of Tyranny. 
She knows in ſuch divided Times as theſe, 

Like a true Nurſing- Mother, how to pleaſe 

| Her wrangling Children; and when thoſe did come 
To bid their long'd-for Princeſs welcome home, 
ho in ſome leſler things diſſent from thoſe 

Our Laws the Pulpitis to ſupply have choſe ; 

Far from inſultinę, or deſpiſing ſuch, * 

Who came her Golden Scepter's Top to touch, 
That under her a Life from Force ſecure 

They now might lead, in het Protection ſure, 
To them ſhe ſtretch'd the evil-charming Rod, 
And did encourage them to ſerve their God, 

And to acquit their Conſcience. Then (ſaid ſhe) 
ir is my Wiſh, and ſhall my bus'neſs be 

To end Diſſent in Church * (as well as State) 
And all your bleeding Wounds conſolidate. 
From Cyrus nor from Artaxerxes Throne 
More pleaſing Oracl-s the Jews had none. 
And when her peaceful Lips had thus di ſpell'ꝰd 
Thoſe venerable Perſons Fears, and quell'd 
Their Apprehenſions, ſhe did not diſdain 

To ask their Prayers for her happy Reign. 


Heav'n 


* See her printed Anſwer to Dr, Bates's Speech, made in the 
Name and Preſence of & great number of Nonconformiſt Mi- 
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Heav'n hear thoſe Prayers, and plentifully ſhed 

A ſhower of Bleſſings on her Royal Head, 

Such as its choiceſt Fav'rites do partake, 

And for her own and her dear Country's ſake, 

Lengthen the courſe of her Proſperity 3 

And rather than our Hopes with her ſhould die, 

Take from our Years to add unto her days 

Too happy Victims! Fate above all praiſe! 
Her Virtues Politick come next in view: 

The Difficulty here's not to ſay true, 

But tis to ſay enough. If ſtrong deſire 

To ſave her Country from the raging Fire 

Which had almoſt devour'd it, if Succeſs 

Obrain'd by this new Eſther's warm Addreſs; 


If Days conſum'd in Prayers, and Nights in Tears, 


That we might be deliver'd from our Fears; 
If utmoſt Hazards run upon the Main, 
And more than this, if yielding to conſtrain 
Her pious Inclinations for our fake, 
Can on our grateful Hearts th'impreſſion make 
Such Actions call for; if her Modeſty 
And Self-denial can but make us ſee, 
How ſhe our Peace prefers before her Power, 
And what new Debts we owe to her each hour, 
To ſome degree at leaſt, we may pretend 
Our matchleſs Queen's Deſerts to comprehend. 
In the laſt Century, when this our Land 
Submitted to a Virgin-Queen's Command, 
Ard when our Anceſtors by her were ſav'd 
From Popery, and kept from being inſlav'd, 
How did they all conſpire to raiſe her Fame? 
How dear to after times will be her Name? 
And yet to thoſe who eſtimate things right, 
To thoſe (I ſay) whole penetrating ſight 
Enables them to judg of the degrees 
Or Virtue, which accordingly they prize, 
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It will appear our Modern Heroine 
Beyond Elizabeth as far does ſhine, 
As Her bright Luminary does outvie 
The pale-fac'd Cynthia's conquer'd Deity. 
'Tis true, ſhe once gave back a Subſidy 
Unto her People, and ſo made them ſze 
dhe ask'd their Treaſure for no other end, 
But that with it ſhe might their Rights defend; 
And when Neceſſity did not require 
The Purſe-ſtrings ſhould be openꝰd, her deſire 
Was rather them her Treaſurers to ſee, 
Than ſhe the fleecer of the Flock ſhonld be; 
Richer in their Affections than their Gold, 
A Heritage not to be bought or fold. 
| This was a great Example, I agree, 
Elizabeth approv'd her ſelf to be 
Fit for a Place in that Ring where the Names 
Of Princes Good muſt eternize their Fames. 
But when there's Names enow to fill each Place, 
MART's the Jewel that the Ring muſt grace : 
She, not content a Subſidy to give, 
For Englands Good; that by which ſhe muſt live, 
Her whole Subſiſtence rather choſe to loſe *, 
Than give pretence to any to ſuppoſe 
An Intereſt diſtin from him whoſe Star 
Has bleſt him by uniting him with her, 
Or rather than the leaſt pretext afford 
To the Oppoſers of their BI ASH AccorD. 
To good Advice Elizabeth gave Ear; 
For Counſellors ſhe ſingled iuch as were | 
Friends to the Nation's Int'reſt, not for ſhow ; 
But by their help to be directed ſo, 
That 
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* When the Parliament would have given her a diſtimt 


Maintenarce, ard ſhe declar d ſhe would have nothing but from 
the King. | | 
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That ſhe might feed the People for their Good, 

Not Poiſon miniſtring inſtead of Food. 

She ruPd by Law, nor thought it a diſgrace 

Our Laws and Reaſon in a higher place 

To fer, than that Paraſites uſe to give 

To what they call Royal Prerogative. 
MARY, not only willing to have Bounds 

Fixt to that Torrent which all things confounds; 

Not willing only to be ty'd by Law, 

And govern ſo as all our Hearts to draw, 

Tho crown'd and recogniz'd by full conſent, 

Tho on her Head the ſacred Oil was ſpent ; 

Altho a Sovereign and a Regnant Queen, 

Vet this great Princeſs, that it might be ſeen 

How ſhe deſpis'd her Greatneſs in compare 

With thoſe whoſe Welfare was her chiefeſt care, 

Surpaſſed Henry's Daughter more alone 

Than ſhe had paſs'd all that before had gone. 

For ſhe, to manifeſt what Love ſhe bare 

Unto the Engliſh Nation, and what care 

She took that Union ſtrict to entertain, 

Which makes a happy Land, and glorious Reign; 

And then at once her deep reſpect to ſhow 

To him whom HFymen's Bands had join'd her to, 

Suſpending the Effect of Heaven's Call, 

Did quite fit by, not governing at all. 

And tho we all Allegiance to her ſwore, 

Our Laws and Coin her Name and Image wore, 

Love to her Husband, and her Native Land 

Made her contented nothing to command. 

*T were eaſy by this Parallel drove on, 

To ſhew how much this Queen has that out-done. 

And if her dawning Light produce ſuch things, 

What ſhall we think her Noon-day Luſtre brings 

Thoſe that would know what future Times contall, 

Take a fore-taſte of her auſpicious Reign, 
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Be told what Conqueſts ſhe's to make abroad, 
(Our Chriſtian Semiramis) what Road 
To Glory's Temple mult her Chariot lead, 
Have nothing elſe to do but only read 
What Foreign Bards of this Great Queen do ſing *, 
Renewing under her th' Eternal Spring 
Which made the Beauty of the Golden Age, 
And fills each Poet's Heart- enchanting Page. 
They ſhew who ſhall to her dread Scepter bow, 
What Lawrels flouriſh on her Sacred Brow, 
And what a croud of Bleſſings do attend 
Thoſe People who upon her Laws depend. 

But there's no need at all of Foreign Praiſe 
The Glory of this Peerleſs Queen to raiſe, 
Did not we ſee proſtrate before her fall 
Thoſe Subjects of her own who heard the Call 
Of Heaven from another World, and came 
To her, that they might abdicate their Name f, 
Henceſorth their Country MARYLAND to call, 
A thing agreed upon by Great and Small ? 
And 'tis no wonder, ſince that pow'rful Charm 
Muſt fill their Country, and their Foes diſarm. 
That Clemency, that Goodneſs which did ſhine 
When ſhe receiv'd their Homage, that Divine, 


* See a Magnificent Panegyrick- written lately for the King, 
and ſent to him by a Learned Man in Swiflerland, named 
Holtzhalbins, heretofore a Regent in the College at Orange. In 
this Poem, (pcaking of the Parliament's preſenting the Crown to 
their preſent Majeſties, he has theſe Verſes, to ſhew the admiration 
the World has of the Queen's Virtue, and other great Qualities ; 

Conveniunt Regni Proceres, fauſtiſq; Triumphis 
Wilhelmi applaudunt Magni, revocantq; MARIAM, 
E. Batavis Sponſam, Regnis tantoq; Marito 

' Dignam quæ rel quas mirandæ lumine forme, 
Diviniq; animi præclaris dotibus omnes 
Præcellit Nymphas, ur ſtellas Luna minores. 


T See the Addreſs preſented to the Queen at Kenſi ngton, 6 
ile Deputys of New-England. 
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That noble Air of Greatneſs which appear d, 

And made her lov'd at once nc leſs than fear'd, 

Had they ſtill Savages or Rebels been, 

Would have reduc'd them under ſuch a Queen. 
Thus her great Deeds, from my Poetick Vein, 

Lead me to write the Annals of her Reign, 

But that's a Work mult crown with laſting praiſe 

The Livy's and the Camden's of our Days. 

This flying Leaf containing, without Art, 

The Sentiments of a ſubmiſliive Heart 

With admiration ſtruck, and Joy to find 

Such radjant Virtues in a Monarch's Mind, 

( Where nothing is bat naked Fact laid down, 

By none conteſted, and to few pnknown ) 

Shall end with Wiſhes, ſuch as flow from Men, 

Whoſe ſraudleſs Souls are painted by their Pen. 
May this bright Day, when Heav'n made to this 

The choiceſt Preſent of its liberal Hand, | (Laid 

Be multiply'd ſo often, ſtill abound 

With freſh Succeſtes ; may it ſtill be crown'd 

At home with Palms and Oltres, and from Climes 

Remote with Trophies deck 'd fo many times, 


Till thou (Great Queen) thy Anceſtors in years 


Excecd'ſt as much as does thy Virtue Theirs. 
And when thy Crown, transform'd into a Star, 
Shall equal ſhine with Berenice's Hair, 
May ſtill this lower Orb rhy Glory hl, 
Thy Praiſes eccho from the forked Hill: 
And may thy Birth an Epoch ſettled be, 
zy thoſe who write our Engliſh Hiſtory 3 
An Epoch more illuſtrious than rhoſe 
Of Nabonaſſar, and of him who choſe 
Hope ſor his Portion, knew the worth of Praiſe, 
Gave all away, only reſerv'd the Bays, | 
And Envy bore to There Valiant Boy 
More for his Homer than his War with Troy. A 
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Thou art a Queen by God and Man deſigr'd: 
Choice with Sueceſſion's in thy Perſon join'd. 

The Patriarchal Right and Genarchy 

With Inſticution do in thee agree. 

Thou haſt both Law and Nature on thy ſide, 

And that by which we moſt of all are ty'd, 

Is that we judg thee, by all we have ſeen, 

* A Natural and a Platonick Queen. 

May Heav'n and Men by joint Conſent maintain 
The product of them both, thy glorious Reign. 
And ſince the Will of thy Great Spouſe ſo well 

Is ſeconded by both the Houſes Zeal, 

Who now do call thee to exert that Power 

Which W thee did reſide before; 

May all thy Sübjects Thee as well obey 

As he that celebrates this happy Day; 

May'ſt thou with ſuch Applauſe aſcend the Throne, 
So exerciſe the Government alone; 

That when again Victorious he ſhall come 

From Lands ne'er conquer'd by the Antient Rome, 
That Diadem he ſtill may brighter find ( bind, 
Which does (Great Queen) thy Sacred Temples 
And more reſplendent far than when the Charms 
Of Martial Glory drew him from thine Arms. 

In Silks and Shades let other Queens expreſs 
Virtues which thou ſo fully doſt poſſeſs h. 

Let others ſhew, by working Beaſts and Men, 
How far the Needle does out-do the Pen || 


Let 


* Plato ſays, there are ſome, who, by the excellency of their 
Endowments, are Kings by Nature. So that a Platonick Prince 
one who is worthy to be ſuch. This in a Notion much inſiſted 
en by Col. Sidney, in his d4nſwer to Filmer. 

f Mary Queen of Scots, who wrought a Suit of Hangings for 
« Chamber at Hardwick, where all the Virtues are repreſented 
by Symbolical Figures, 

| Catherine de Medicis, who ſpent many Tears in working 
ſome Bedg, now in #he French King's Garde. meuble. 


* . ou, RS — 


468 POEMS, &c, 

Let neighb'ring Monarchs paſs their precious Hour 

la viewing Medals, and in planting Flowers, 

Let them with wild Chimera's fill their Brains, 

Employ the Poets and the Painter's Pains, 

Imaginary Conqueſts to declare, 

For forc'd Converſions Monuments to rear 

And let their Brain-fick Fancy them perſwade 

Gods are made by Le Brun and La Feuillade. 

Do thou thy Mind and Thoughts (Princeſs) apply 

To rule thy Kingdoms all with Equity 

(Theſe are thy Arts) of Peace to give the Rule, 

To ſpare the Humble, and the Proud controul. 

And {ince thy lovely Sex, ſo full of Charms, 

Has been to us ſo happy; in our Arm | 

Planted the Lillies, ſince it did unite 

In laſting Bands the Red Roſe and the White ; 

May'ſt thou reconquer Lands, for which the Sword 

Unto the Diſtaff could no help afford : 

New Agincourts and C-efſys may'ſt thou gain, 

To ſhew the Salick Law was made in vain. 

And may'lt thou by a nobler Union far 

Than that which joined Tork and Lancaſter, 

Fix in thy Subjects Hearts ſuch Harmony, 

That they again may never diſagree. / .. 

And laſt of all (to draw unto a Cloſe. 

Upon a Subject which no Limits knows) . 

May this great Feltival reſerved be 

For Births of numerous Hero's, which from Thee 

May ſpring, in theſe our Days, to repreſent 

The Williams, Mauricet, Colignys, ſent. 

From Heav'n, oppreſſed Nations to relieve; 

Hero's, whoſe glarious Actions may revive 

The Brave Plantagenets and Tudors Sage, 

And the Great Bourbont of our Father's Age; 

Whoſe Glory to the higheſt pitch may riſe, 

T he Seas their Empire 1 71 their Fame the Skies, 
F.INTS. | | 
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